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DUKE. 


S I R 5 | 
| 'F' an approv'd Opinion, There's not ſo Unhappy a 


HisRoyal Highnels, 


* Creature in the World, as the Man that wants 
Ambition:for certainly be lives to very little uſe that one- 
ly toils in the ſame Round,and, becauſe he knows where he 
is,though in a dirty Road,dares not venture on a ſmoother 
Path, for fear of being loft. That 1 am not the Wretch [ 
condemn, Tour Royal Highneſs may be ſufficiently con- 
vinced, in that I durſt preſume to put this Poem under 
Tour Patronage. My Motives to it were not Ordinary: For, 
beſides my own propenſity ta take any opportunity of publi- 
ſhing, the extream Devotion 1 owe Tour Royal Hiphpefs, 

the mighty Encouragement 1 received from Tour Appro- 
bation of it when preſented on the Stage, was hint enough 
to tet me know at whoſe Feet it ought to be laid, Tet 
whilſt I doe this, Tam ſenſible the Curious World will ex- 
pedt ſome Panegyrick, on thoſe Heroick Vertues which are 
throughout it ſo much Admir'd, But as they are a Theam 
too great for my Vndertaking, ſo onely to endeavour at 
the truth of *em, muſt,in the diſtance between my obſcurity 
and their height, ſavour of a Flattery, which in Tour 
Royal Highneſſe's eſteem 1 would not be thought gui!ty of 
though in that part of 'em which relates to my ſ-If, (v1z. 


Tour Fawours ſhowr'd on a thing ſo mean as 1 am) [know 
A 2 not 


_ The Epiſtle Dedicatory, - _ 
not how to be ſilent, For Tou were not onely ſo indulgent 
2s to befiow Tour Praiſe on this, but ev'n( beyond my 

- Hopes ) to dec/are in faucur of my Firſt E Jay of this na- 
ture,and adde yet the enccuragement of Tour Commands 
to goe forward, when [ bad the Honour to kiſs Tour Royal 
Highneſſe's Hand, in tokenof Toxr permiſſion to &e- - 4 

. Dedication to Tou of the Second. I muſt confeſs,and boaſt, 
{ am wcry proud of it , and it were encugh to make me 
mare, were 1 not ſenſible hw far I am Undeſetving. Tet 

when I conſider Tou never give Your Favours precipate- * 
ly, but that it is a certain ſign of ſome- Deſert when Tou 
vouchſafe to promote: I,who have terminated my bei hopes 
in it,” ſhould doe wrong to Your Goodneſs, ſhould [ rot 
let theW.rld know, my mind as well as my Condition ts 
rais'd byit. 1amcertain none that know Tour Royal 
Highneſs will diſapprove my aſpiring to the Service of ſo 
Great and ſo Good a Maſter ; One who ( as 1s apparent 
by all thoſe wbo have the Honour to be near Tau,andknow 
Tou by that Title )never rais'd without Merit,or diſcoun- 
tenanc'd without Fuſtice. *Tis that indeed obliging Se- 
werity which has in all men created an anfull Love and 
Reſpett towards Tou,fince in the fir mneſs of Tour Reſolu- 
tion the brave and g:01 man is ſure of 7 — the ill- 
minded and malignant fears Tou. This [ could not paſs 
over,and [ hype Tour Royal Highneſs will pardon it, ſince 
tis unaffetedly my Zeal to You, who am in notbing ſo 
Unfortunate, as that 1 have not a better opportunity to 
I tTou and the World know how mucb [am 

' Your Royal Highnelle's moſt humble, 
molt fairhfull ana moſt obedient 


ST Van, E 
T bo. Otway. 


The PREFACE «© 


Reader, | 
*\1z not that T have any great affetion to ſcribbling 
BY thatl[peſterthee witha Preface 3; for amongft Friend: 
| - "tis almoſt as pooraTrade with Poets,as it is with thoſe 
that write Hackney under Attorneys, it will hardly keep us 
in Ale and Cheeſe. Honeſt Ariofto began to be ſenſible of it 
inhis time, who makes his Comptaint to this purpoſe ; 


TF pitt \ thoſe who in theſe latter days © "I | 
Do Write when Bounty hath ſhut up her Gate; *_ 
' Where day ani night in vain good Writers knock, 

And for their Labours oft have but a Mock. 


Thus I find'it according to Sir John Harrington's Tranſla- 
tion : - had I underſtood {aliar, 1 would have given it thee 
inthe Originalt 3 but thatis not my Talent. Therefore'topro- 
ceed : This Play whsthe Second that ever I writ,or thought of 
writing. muſt confeſs I had often a Titillationto Poetry,but 
never durſt venture 'on'my Muſe,till I got her imto a Corner 
in the Country : and then, like a baſhfull young Lover, when 
F had her private,l had Courage to fumble, but never thought 
ſhe would have produc'd any thing ; till at laſt, I know not 
how,e're I was aware.[ found my ſelf Father of a Dramatick 
birth, which I cafl'd Aſcibzades - but I might, without. offence 
to any petſon in the 'Play;' as well have calld it Nebuchad- 
21e2zar 3 for my Hero, to-doe him right, was none of that 
ſqueamrfh Gentleman EF make him, but wonld as little have 
bogel'd at the obliging the Paſhon of a young and be uti= - 
full Lady, as I ſhould my ſelf, had I the ſame opportuntties 
which I have given him. This I publiſh to antedat the 
Objections ſome people may make againſt that Play, who 
have been(and much good may it doe 'em) very ſevere, as 
they think, upon this. Whoever they are. [ am fare I ne- 
ver diſobhg'd them 5 nor have they (thank my good foi- 
tune) mach injur'd me: in the mean while | forgive 'em, 


and fince'T am out of the reach on't, leave 'em to chew the 
: Cud 


T be Preface. 


mx 


muſt in all fratmuds confeſs, I owe the greateſt part of my 
ood ſucceſs in this, and on whoſe CEE I extreamly 
uild my hopes of a nexr. I dare not preſumeto take to 
my ſelf what. a- great many, and thoſe (I am ſure) of good 
udgement too, have been fo kind to afford me,(viz.) That 
it is the beſt Heroick Play that has been written of late : 
for, I thank Heaven, I am not yet ſo vain. But this I may 
edeſtly boaſt of, which-the Authour of the French Ber- 
,ice has done before, me, in his Preface to; that Play, . that 
it neyer fail'd to,draw Tears fromthe Eyes of the Auditorsz 
1 mean, thoſe whoſe Souls were capable of ſo Noble a plea-+ 
fare: for'twas not my buſineſs, to take fuch as onely come 
to a Play-he uſe to ſee Farce-fools, and laugh at their own 


"TELE 


ps orngt has it; and to be eyen with him, I know a Comedy 
be Authour of, | And ſo, Reader, I bid him and thee 


_ Farewell. 


© OE I CONTRA, 1 ago; © "OP: OT EET 
” 


 Mcanwhile 


_ doubted much, and ogg w Wits ON 4 feind.” 
Not as th are repreſented in this Age, | : 
Where they '$ web the Lumber of the $ tage 5 
Or, what is worſe, made Pilling all, or F we. To YN 
Beſides, the Charaeri he ſhows'th Night, D <1 _ 
He found the, Fame pf France and Spain at hs  —— 
Therefore {2 pans 5 gud fear'd which bay take + NO 
To make em both Heroick as he cou'd. 
But now the greateſt: flop wes- 
He is a man of Pleaſures, Sirs, like'yon; 
And therefore hardly could to bus neſs bow : < 
To make his Pleaſyre met Fove to bis Wit. 
So ſometimes = variety he -mwyis} > 


w» firſt our Authour rok this Bly Nto fire : ; ; 6 | 1 . 
7A re to be treated of as Sacred - gy 
Urd onelyju 'for reconciling Tools, ' £0 Rs 

He found were very difficult to write. © YXVGEI.ZY 0! 

Till this his judgwtnh ſafe ſt underſtood, LW) 
He found bimſof, Alam! conford to 7 43. __ 
TI at the laſt he did this Conqueſt get, 
But as thoſe Block-heads who diſcourſe by Bore = 


Sometimes ſpeak. ſenſe, although they rarely RnowW'to' \ 
$0 he Hf Iu ne to what his. Work mould ws, "Wd. 


But 'twps a Play hecauſe it would be ſo. Rs in bs =, . 
Tet well he kyrows thig is 4 mech propencts 6 OO 


| For Idlleneſ3 is the worſt mavt of Senſe,. - 


Let hin n0t now of Careleſneſs be taxt, - » | , 
Bet write in earneſt where he writes the next; | 


Tet doe it kindly, be not too ſevere « : 


Prune his. ſuperfluous "92" th ever ſpare ? 
He may bear better Fruit another year. ; 


Pd 


Perſons repreſented By 


Philip the 2% K. of Spain. | Mr. Batterton. , 


Don Garks his Son. - Mr. Smith | 
Don Fobnjof Auſtria, Mr. Harrs. 


Marquis of Poſe the 
Prince's Confident. ; - _ Mir." Groady.; { 
Rui-Gomeg. - Mr. Medbourn. 
Queen of Spazr. Mrs. Mary Lee. 


Dutcheſs of Eboli, Wife) Mrs. Shadwell. 


to Gamer. in [OR (eo 
Henrietta Mrs. Gibbs. 
Garcta. .____ Mrs. Gillow. 


a I 


Officer of the Guards. - '\ Mr. Norris. 
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The Heroin Muſquetier, or a_Female warrier, in 4 parts3 containing 


many true and dclightfull Adyentures of a French Ledy in the: late Cam- | 


pagne of 1676. and 1677. © _ 


Wirtdsh,-: 4 


[1] 


Don CARLOS 
PRINCE of SPAIN. 
TRAGEDY. 
ACT the Firſt, SCENE the Firſt. 
A Palace Royal. 


I—— 


The Curtain drawn diſcovers the King and Queen Attended, 
Don Carlos, the Marqueſs of Poſa, Rui-Gomez, ec. 
Eboli, Henrietta, Garcia, Attendants, Guards. 


"King. 


Appy the Monarch on whoſe Brow no Cares 
H Adde weight to the bright Diadem he wearsz 
. A&A Like me, 1n all that he can wiſh for, bleſt. 
Renown and Love, the gentleſt calms of Reſt ; 
And Peace, adaen my Brow, ' enrich my Breaſt, 
To me great Nations Tributary are; 
Though whilſt my vaſt Dominions ſpread fo far, 
Where moſt I reign, | muſt pay Homage, here. { To the 
Approach bright Miſtreſs of my pureſt Vows, | 7 ns 
Now ſhow me him that more Religion owes : 
To Heav'n, or to its Altars _ Devoutly bows. ) = 
072 


_y_—— nm —— 


2 Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 

Do# Carlos. So Merchants, caſt upon ſome Savage Coaſt, 
Are forc'd to ſee their deareſt Treaſures loſt. * T 
Curſe! What's Obedience? a falſe Notion made [_ aſide. 
By Prieſts, who when they found old Cheats decay, ; 

By ſuch new Arts kept up declining Trade. 


A Father? Oh! 
Kin Why does my Carlos ſhrowd 


His Joy, and when all's Sunſhine wear a Cloud ? 
My Son, thus for thy Glory I provide 3 
From this fair Charmer and our Royal Bride 
Shall ſuch a Noble Race-of Hero's ſpring, 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King. 

' D. Car. A greater Glory I'can never know 
Then what already I enjoy in You. 
The brighteſt Ornaments of Crowns and Powers 


I onely can admire as they are Yours. 
 K, Heavin! how he ſtands utmoy'd;! not the leaſt ſhow 


Of Tranſport. | 
D. Car. Not admireyour Happineſs ? I do 
As much admire it as I rev'tence You. | 
Let me expreſs the mighty Joy I feel, _ *F Kneels to the. 
Thus, Sir, I pay my Duty when I kneel. Sueen. 
" &xcenv, How hatd it is his Paſſion toconfine! 
I'm ſure 'tis ſo, if I may judge by mine. | [ afide. 
Alas, my Lord, y are too obſequious now. [ ToCarlos. 
D. Carlos. Oh! might I but enjoy this Pleaſure ſtill, 
Here would I worſhip, and for ever kneel. 
my Fore Heav'n, my Lord, you know not what you doe. 
7g. $till there appears Diſturbance on his Brow : 
And in his Looks an EarneſtneſsI read, 
Which from no common Cauſes can proceed. [ aſtde. 
I'll probe him deep 
———— When, when, my deareſt Joy, [ To the Queer. 
Shall I the mighty debt of Love defray ? 
Hence to Love's ſecret Temples let's iy 


There on his Altars kindle th'Am'rous fire, 


Then Phcenix-like each in the flame expire. 
Still he is fixt — [ Looking on D. Carlos, 


—— Gomez, 


—— 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 


CE=S<;z<Dn—— Gontez, obſerve the Prince. [To R. Gomes. 


_ 


Yet ſmile on me my charming Excellence. 
Virgins ſhould onely Fears and Bluſhes ſhow; 
But you mult lay aſide that Title now. 
The Dodrine which I preach by Heav'n is good: 
Oh the impetuous Sallies of my Blood! 
veen, To what unwelcome Joys I'm forc'd to yield? 
Now Fate her utmoſt malice has fulfill'd. 
Carlos, farewel: for ſince | muſt ſubmit ———- 
King. Now wing'd with rapture let us fly, my Sweet. 
My Son, all Troubles from thy Breaſt reſtgn, 
And let thy Father's Happineſs be thine. Excunt K. and 
&. attended. 
D. C. What King, what God would not his Pow'r forgoe, 
T'enjoy fo much Divinity below ? 
Didſt thou behold her, Poſa ? 
Poſa. Sir, I did. 
D. Car. And is ſhe not a ſweet one? ſuch a Bride, 
O Poſz, once ſhe was decreed for mine: 
Once I had hopes of Bliſs. Hadit thou but ſeen 
How bleſt, how proud I was, if I could get 
But leave to lie a Proſtrate at her Feet. 
Evn with a Look I could my Pains beguile ; 
Nay ſhe in pity too would ſometimes fer 
Till at the laſt my Vows ſucceſsfull prov'd, 
And one day fighing ſhe confeſfsd ſhe lov'd. 
Oh! then I found no limits to our Joy. 
With Eyes thus languiſhing we lookt all day; 
So vigorous and ſtrong we darted Beams, 
Our meeting Glances kindled into Flames ; 
Nothing we found that promis'd not Delight: 2 


For when rude Shades depriv'd us of the light, 
As'we had gazd all day, we dreamt all night. 
But after all theſe Labours undergone, 

A cruel Father thus deſtroys his Son 

In their full height my choiceſt Hopes beguiles, 
And robs me of the fruit of all my Toils. 

My deareſt Poſa, thou wert ever kind; 


' Bring thy beſt Counſel], and dire& my Mind. 
B 2 Enter 


4 Don Carlos Prince of Spain, 


Enter Gomez. 


R. Go. Still he is here— My Lord, 
D. Car. Your Buſineſs now? 
R. Go. Tve with concern beheld your Clouded Brow. 
Ah! though y'ave loſt a Beauty well might make 
Your ſtricteſt Honour and your Duty ſhake, 
Let not a Father's Ills miſguide your Mind, 
But be Obedient, though he's prov'd unkind. 
' D. Car. Hence, Cynick, todull Slaves thy Morals teach, 
I have no leiſure now to hear thee Preach. | 
Still you'll uſurp a Power o're my Will. 
R. Go. Sir, . you my Services interpret il] : 
Nor need it be ſo ſoon forgot, that I 
Have been your Guardian from your Infancy, 
When to my Charge committed, I alone 
Inſtructed you how to expet a Crown 
Taught you Ambition, and Wars nobleft Arts, 
How to lead Armies, and to conquer Hearts; 
Whilſt, though but Young, _— | 
You would with pleaſure read of Steges got, 
And ſmile to hear of bloudy Battels fought : ; 
And ſtill, though not controu], I may adviſe. 
D. Car. Alas, thy Pride wears a too thin Diſguiſe: 
Too well I know the Falſchood of thy Soul, 
Which to my Father render'd me ſo foul, 
That hardly as his Sofi a Smile I've known, 
But always as a Traitour met his Frown. 
My forward Honour was Ambition calld : 
Or if my Friends my early Fame extoll'd, 
You dampt my Father's Smiles {till as they ſprung, 
Perſwading I repin'd he liv'd too long. 
So all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate made, 
And, robb'd of Sun-ſhine, wither'd in the Shade. 
Whilſt, my good Patriot! you diſpos'd the Crown 
Out of my reach, to have it tm your own. 
But I'll prevent your Policy 
0, —— My Lord, 


This Accuſation is un juſt and hard. 


The 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 5 
The King your Father would not ſo upbraid 
My Age: 18 all my Service thus repaid? 
But I will hence, and let my Mafter hear 
How generouſly you reward my Care; 
Who on my juſt Complaint, I doubt not, will 
At leaſt redreſs the Injuries I feel, [_ Exit Gomez. 
Po. Alas, my Lord, you too ſeverely urge 
Your Fate, his Intereſt with the King is large. 
Beſides, you know he has already ſeen 
"The Tranſports of your Paſſion for the Queen. 
The uſe he may*of that Advantage make 
You ought at leaſt Yavoid, but for her ſake. | 
D. Car. Ah! my dear Friend,th'aſt toucht my tender'ſt part 
I never yet learnt the diſſembling Art. | 
Go call him back, tell him that FT implore 
His Pardon, and will ne'r offend him more. 
The Queen? kind Heav'n, make her thy neareſt Care. 
Oh! fly, o'retake him e're he goes too far. [ Exit Pola. 
How are we bandi'd up and down by Fate, | 
By ſo much more Unhappy as w'are Great ? 
A Prince, and Heir to Spaiz's great Monarch born, 
I'm forc'd to court a Slave whom moſt I ſcorn 
Who, like a Bramble 'mongſt a Cedars Boughs, 


Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shade he grows. (C Re-enter 

Now he returns: affiſt me, Falſhood, —down, p Gomez 

Thou Rebel Paſſion — and Poſa. 
Sir, I fear T've done [. To R. Gomez. 

You wrong 3 but if T have, you can forgive. 

Heav'nl can I doe this abject thing and live? [ aſtde.” 


R. Go. Ah! my good Lord, it makes too large amends, 
When to his Vaſfal thus a Prince deſcends: 
Though it was ſomething rigid, and unkind, 
Tupbraid your faithfull Servant and your Friend. 

D. Car. Alas, no more; all Jealoufies ſhall ceaſe 
Between us two, let there be henceforth Peace. 
So may juſt Heav'n affiſt me when I ſue, 
As IT to Gomez always will be true. 

R. Go. Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour take 


All the return Sincerity can make. 


Bleſt 


7 05 Bb he A us ets 


6 , DonCarlos Prince of Spain. 


Bleſt in your Father's Love, as I'm in yours, 

May not one Fear diſturb your happy hours: 

Crown'd with Succeſs may all your Wiſhes be, 

And you ne'r find worſe Enemies then me. [ Exennt Car. 
Nor ſpight of all his Greatneſs ſhall he need : and Poſa. 
Of too long date his Ruine is decreed. 


Spain's early Hopes of him have been my Fears. 


Twas I the Charge had of his Tender years, 
And read in all the progreſs of his Growth 
An untam'd, hails, Hot and furious Youth; 
A Will unruly, and a Spirit wild : 
At all my Precepts ſtill with ſcorn he ſmiFd. 
Or when by th'Power I from his Father had, 
Any reſtraint was on his Pleaſures laid, 
Uſher'd with Frowns on me his Soul would riſe, 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes. 
But now to all my Fears I bid adieu ; 
For, Prince, I'll humble both your Fate and you. 
Here comes the Star by whom my courſe I ſteer. [ Erter 
Welcome, my Love. ——-— : Eboli. 
Eboli. My Lord, why ſtay you here 
Lofing the Pleaſure of this happy Night? 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 
You toll with the dull Bus'neſs of the State. | 
R. Go. Onely, my Fair one, how to make thee Great : 
Thou tak'ſt up all the bus neſs of my Heart, 
And onely to it Pleaſures canſt impart. 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, when ſhall I be bleſt? 
It 18 an Age fince I was happy laſt. 
Ebol;, My Lord, I come not hither now to hear 
Your Love, but offer ſomething to your Ear. 
If you have well obſerv'd, you muſt have feen 
To day ſome ſtrange Diſorders in the Queen. 
R. Go. Yes, ſuch as Youthfull Brides do ſtill expreſs, 
Impatient Longings for the — 
Approaching Joys will fo diſturb the Soul, 
As Needles alwaies tremble near the Pole. | 
Ebol. Come, come, my Lord, ſeem not ſo blind: too well 
Fveſeen the Wrongs which you from Carlos feel ; "= 
. n 


At ts eo he nets Cre ELSE ener 


\ Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 7 


And know your Judgment is'too good, to loſe 
Advantage, where you may ſo ſately chooſe. 
Say now if I inform you, how you may | 
With full Revenge all your paſt Wrongs repay. 
R. Go. Bleſt Oracle! ſpeak how it may be done : 
My Will, my Life, my Hopes areall thy own. - 
Eboli. Hence then, and with your ſtricteſt Cunning try 
What of the Queen and Prince you can deſcry 
Watch every Look, each quick and ſubtle Glance; 
Then we'll from all produce ſich Circumſtance 
As ſhall the King's new Jealoulie advance. 
Nay, Sir, I'll try what mighty Love you ſhow : 
If you will make me Great, begin it now. $ 
How, Sir? d'you ſtand Confid'ring what to doe ? 
R. Go. No, but methinks I view from hence a. King, 
A Queen and Prince, three goodly Flowers ſpring, - 
Whilſt on'em like a ſubtle Bee T1! prey, | 
Till fo their Strength and Virtue drawn away, 
Unable to recover, each ſhall droop, 
Grow pale, and fading hang his wither'd Top: 
Then fraught with Thyme triumphant back I'll come, 
And unlade all the precious Sweets at home. [ Exit Gomez. 
Eboli. In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go on, 
And make what haſte thou canſt to be undone, : 
Whilſt T have nobler bus'neſs of my own. 
Was I bred up in Greatneſs? have I been 
Nurtur'd with glorious hopes to be a Queen ? 
Made Love my\{tudy, and with praGtisd Charms 
Prepar'd my ſelf to meet a Monarch's Arms ? 
At jaſt to be condemn'd tothe Embrace 
Of one whom Nature made to her diſprace ; 
An old imperfe@ feeble Dotard, who 
Can onely tell ( Alas! ) what he would doe? 
On him to throw away my Youth and Bloom, 
As Jewels that are loſt enrich a Tomb? | 
No, though all Hopes are in a Husband dead, © 
Another path to Happineſs FIl tread; 
Elſewhere find Joys which Fn in him deny'd. 
Yet, while he can, let the Slave ferve my Pride. 
StilF 


8 Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Still Ill in Pleafure live, inGlory ſhine: 
The gallant youthfull A»/#ria ſhall be mine : 


To him with all my force of Charms I'Il move, 
Let others toil for Greatneſs, whilſt I Love. 


The End of the Firſt AGt. 
ACT the Second. SCE NE the Firſt, 
Don John of Auſtria. 


SCENE, nORANGE GROVE. 


D. 7. Hy ſhould dull Law rule Nature, who firſt made 
\ \ That Law, by which herſelf is now betray'd? 

Ere man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 

Was born moſt Noble that was born moſt Free: 

Each of himſelf was Lord, and unconfin'd 

Obey'd the Dictates of his God-like Mind. 

Law wasan Innovation brought in ſince, ? 


When Fools began to love Obedience, 

And call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence. ) 
My Glorious Father got me in his Heat, 

When all he did was eminently great: 

W hen warlike Belgia felt his conquering Pow'r, 
And the proud Germans own'd him Emperour. 
Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road, d 
But Born obſcure, and ſo more like a God ? ) 
No; though his Diadem Another wear, 

At leaſt toall his Pleaſures T1! be Heir. ; | 

Here I ſhould meet my Ebo/l;, my fair. [ Ezter Eboli. 
She comes; asthe bright Cypriaz: Goddeſs Doves, | 


. 


When looſe and in her Chariot drawn by Doves, 
She rides to meet the Warlike God ſhe loves. 
Eboli. Alas, my Lord, , you know not with what Fear 


And Hazard I am come to meet you here. D. 7 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 9 
D. JF. O baniſh it: Loverslike us ſhould fly, 


And mounted by their Wiſhes ſoar on high, 
' Where ſofteſt Ecſtafies and Tranſports are, p 
? 


While Fear alone diſturbs the lower Air. 

Eboli. But who is ſafe when Eyes are every:-where 
Or if we could with happieſt Secrecy 
Enjoy theſe Sweets, Oh, whither ſhall we fly 
oh that Sight whence we can nothing hide? 

7. Alas, bo this Religion now aſide ; 

Tl hare thee one more pleaſiin; that which Jove 
Set forth to the old: World, when from above 
He came himſelf and taught his Mortalls Love. 

Eboli. Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame? 
po Lord, you might conſider who Tam. | 

my Tknow y are her I "_ what ſhould I more 

Regar 


bol. By Heav'n he's ; brave— 
But can ſo poor 

A A Thought poſſeſs your Breaſt, to think that I 

Will brand my Name with Luſt and Infamy? 

D. 7. Thoſe that are nobleſt born. ſhould higheſt prize _. 
Love's Sweets. Oh! let me fly intoithoſe me” o!] 
There's ſomethingin 'em leads jny Soul aſtray 2 
As he who in a Necromancer's Glaſs _ 

Beholds his wiſht-for Fortune by him Ry 
Yet ſtill with greedy Eyes. ii 
Purſues the Viſion as it glidesaway; . 

Eboli, Prote& me, Heav'n, Þdare n no Jonger ſay, | | 

Your Looks ſpeak Danger:- I feet ſomething roo 


[ aſide, 


That bids me fly,: yet will not-let me go, | 156 Wake. 
D. JF. Take o£as and Prayers it va I prove falſe; 

See at your feet; the humble Axſtria falls. C-Kneels, 
Eboli. Riſe, riſe, [ Auſtcia riſes, 

My Lord, : why would you thus deceive? ; [S7ghs, 
Me. . How many ways 'to wound me you contrive? | 


Speak, wouldſt thou have an Empire at thy feet 2. 
Say, wouldſt thou rule the World? I'1l Conquer 1 it. 
Ebohki. No; above Emepiac: bar : could prize you, 
If you would be but———,;: '' 
D. F. — What? WIS bw, Lt 
* Ebbſi, ————Fox ever true. 0 DF 
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T0 Don Carlos Prince'of Spain, 


D. 7. That thow:may'ſt ne'r have cauſe to fear thoſe —_ 
T'11 be confin'd for. ever inthy-Arms*\ - + 
Nay, Il! not one ſhort mingte from'thee ſtray ;* ; 
My {If [11 on thy tender Boſome lay, 
Till its warmth I'm melted all aWay. 


Exter Garcia. | Y 
Gar. Madam, your Lord- 
Ebok. Oh! fly, or I'm _: X K; er hs 
D.F. Mdſt I without my Bleffing then be gone nr Hand. 


EZoli. Fhink you thatthis diſcretion metitsone?| _ zt 10G 
D. F. Fm awd&—— 
As a ſick wretch that on his Death- bed hes It FEAR 
Loath with his Friends to part, juſt ashe dies, 2 D200. 
Thus ſehds:his Soul in Wiſhes from his eyes. [Brit D: I 
Eboli, Oh Heav'n! what Charms in Youth and vigows are 1. 
Yet bein Conqueſt-is not:zgone'tos far; 
Too eaſily Ill not my ſelf refign: - ot 
EreTI am his, 111 niake him furely mineg '. oY 
Draw him by ſubtle Baits into rhe! us": | 
Till ſ6-too far-got in to mike eſtape; | 
About him ſwiftly 'the ſoft Snare I'lt lt; MO . 
And whenT have Hick there, I'll hold him faſt. 


Emter Ryi-G omez., 


R. Go. Thus unaccompany* 'dTI ſubtly range 
The ſolitary paths of dark Revenge-': it -5 ti 
The fearfull Deer in herds to Coverts rung”: TY © 
Whilſt Beaſts of prey-affe@ to roam alone.' 1 

. Eboli. Ah! my dear Lord,” how do you ſpend your- hours 2 
You little think-what my poor Heatt endures; + ': 
Whilſt, with your Abſence tortur'd, "". in vain. - 
Pant I bur' cnn e to —_—_ | 

* R. Go. You cannot my Unkiri ff ſare dads, 5: 
You ſhould forgive thoſe | Faults your ſelf have made. .. 
Remember you the Task you gave Aropen ods Fo 8972 

Eboh. — —— "Tis'trues fr ON 780 
Your Pardon, for 1 do remember-now. oS Sigh 
If I forgot, 'twas Love had all my-minds ©. 

And tis no Sin, I hope, to be t t00 d Kind, * 


F 


wY Ge. 


Don-Carlos Prince of Spain. 
 R. Go. How happy am lT in a faithfull Wife! 
Oh thou moſt precious Bleſſing of my Lite! 
Eboli. Do's then Succefs'attend upon your Toil? 
T long to ſte you revel in the Spoll, 
R. Go. What ſtri&eſt diligence could do, I've done, 
T'incenſe an angry; Father *gainſt his Son. 
I to advantage told him all that paſt, 
Deſcrib'd with Art each Am'rous glance they caſt: 
So that this night he ſhunnd the Marriage-bed, F 
Which through the Court has various Murmurs fpred.., 


Enter the King attended by Poſa. 


See where he comes with. Fury in his Eyes: - 
Kind Heav'n but grant. the Storm may higher riſe. 
It't grow too loud, Fl lurk in ſome dark Cell, 
And laugh to hear my Magick work ſo well. 
King. What's all my Glory, all my Pomp? how poor 
Is fading Greatneſs ? or how vain 1s Pow'r ? 
Where all the mighty Conqueſts I have ſeen? 
I, who ore Nations have Victorious been, : 
Now cannot quell one little Foe within. : 
Curſt Jealouſic, that poiſons all Love's Sweets! 
How heavy on my Heart th'Invader fits! ' , 
Oh, Gomez! thou haſt givin my. mortall Wound. | 
R. Go. What ist does ſo your Royal thoughts confound 2? 
A King his Pow'r unbounded ought to have, | 
And, ruling all, ſhould-not be Paſſion'sSlave. FL < 
King. Thou counſellſt well,' but, art na ſtranger ſure © © 
To the ſad cauſe of what I now endure; | | 
Know'ſt thou what Poiſon thou did({t lately give? 
And doſt not wonder to: behold me live? -:.: |: 1452-20 
R. Go. Fonely did.as by my:Duty ty'd, 1 4 
And never ſtudy any thing beſide... . ++ 5. + * 8 
King. I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care: 
Quickly what paſt between 'em more declare. | rr 
How greedily my Soul to Ruine flies? . -. > —_ 
As he who in a Fever burninglies, -: - | ifogp of 


Firſt of his Friendsdoes:for-a drop implore,, . Y -t 1 lt 
Which taſted once, - unable to give o're, -. "Þ 351 a att 
Knows tis his Bane, yet ſtill thirſts after more. J 
On then C 2 R. Go. 


-v 


12 DonCatrlos Prince of Spain: 
R. Go. —— 1 fear that you'll interpret wrong. 

"Tis true, they gaz'd, but*twas not very long, 
Kag. Lie fill my Heart : not long was't that you ſaid? 
R. G. No longer then they in your preſence ſtaid, = 
King. No longer? why, a Soul in lefs time flies 

To Heavn; and they have chang theirs at their Eyes. 

Hence abjeCG Fears be gone: She's all divine. / 

Speak, Friends, 'can Angels in perfeQion fin? 
R. Go. Angels that ſhine above do oft beſtow 

Their Influence on poor Mortals here below. 
King. But Carlos 18 my Son, and alwaies near; 

Seems to move with me 1n my glorious Sphear. 

True, ſhe may ſhowr promiſcuous Bleſlings down 

On Slaves that gape for what falls from a Crown. 

But when too kindly ſhe his Brightneſs ſees, | 

It robs my Luſtre toadde more to his. 2 DOE 

But Oh! I dare not think————— | 

That thoſe Eyes ſhould at leaſt ſo humble be, 

To ſtoop at Him, when they had vanquiſhe Me. 
Poſa. Sir, Iam proud to think I know the Prince, 

That he of Vertue hastoo great aſenſe, | 

To cheriſh but a Thought beyond the bound 

Of ſtricteſt Duty. He to me has own'd 

How much was to his former Paſſion due, 

Yet ſtill confeſs'd he above all priz'd You. 

R, Go. You better reconcile, Sir, then adviſe: 


| Be not more Charitable then y are Wiſe. 


The King is ſick; and we ſhould give him Eaſe;. 

But firſt firid out the depth of his Diſeaſe. * 

Too ſudden Cures have oft pernicious grown 

We muſt not heal up feſterd Wounds too ſoon. 
K3rg. By this then you apow'r would ore me gain, 

Wounding tolet me linger inthe Pain. - 

F'm ſtung, and won't the Torture long endure: 

Serpents that wound, have Bloud thoſe Wounds to cure. 
R. Go. Good Heav'n forbid that I ſhould ever dare 

To queſtion Vertue in a Queen fo fair. | -_ 


Though ſhe her Eyes caft ow her Glorious Son; 
Men oft ſee Treaſures, and yet covet none.. 


King. 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 


King. Think not to blind me with dark Ironies, 


The Truth diſguis'd in obſcure Contraries. 
No; I will trace his Windings 3 all her dark 
And ſubtleſt Paths, each little Action mark. 
If ſhe prove falſe, as yet 1 fear, ſhe dies. 

Ha! here! Oh let me turn away my Eyes: 
For all around ſhe'll her bright Beams diſplay. 
ze on the wild Meteor ſtay, 
'Spight of my ſelf I ſhall be led aſtray 


Should I to 


Emter Queer 
Att. Hen- © 


rietta.. 


Exitthe King At tend.. 

| looking at the Queen. 
Zueen, How ſcornfully he. is withdrawn! 

Sure e're hisLove he'd let me know his Power: 

As Heav'n oft Thunders e're it ſends a. Showr: 

This Spaniſh Gravity is very odd: 

All things are by Severity fo aw'd, 

That little Love dares hardly peep abroad. 


Herr. Alas, what can you from. Old age expect, 


When frail uneafie men themſelves neglect ? 
Some little Warmth perhaps may be behind, 
Though ſuch as in extinguiſht Fires you'll find. 
Where ſome remains of Heat the Aſhes hold, 


Which (if for more you open ) ſtraight are cold.. 
-@neen. Twas Intereſt and Safety of the State. 


Int'reft, that bold Impoſer on our Fate ; 
s.to dark Ends miſguides our Wills, 
And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths o're our Ills. 
It was by that unhappy France was led, 

When though by Contra&1 ſhould Carlos wed 


by Henr. gh. 


| I was anOffering made to Phz/ip's Bed. 
Why ſigh'ſt thou, Herrietta? 


enriett. Who 1s it can 


Know: your ſad Fate, and yet from Grief refrain ?- 


With pleaſure oft I've heard you ſmiling tell: 
Of Carlos Love. 


Cueen, ——— 


And did it pleaſe you well? 


In that brave Prince's Courtſhip there did meet 
All that we could obliging call or ſweet. 
At every. point he wi 


vantage ſtood. 
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14 Don Carlos Prince of Spain: 


Fierce asa Lion, if provok'd abroad; 
Elſe, ſoft as Angels, charming as a God. 
Herr. One ſo Accompliſht, and wholov'd you too, 
With what Reſentments muſt he part with you? 
Methinks I pity him. But Oh! in vain: 


He's both above my Pity and my Pain. | [ afode. 
- Ween. What means this ſtrange Diſorder ? 
Herr. —— — Yonder view F Ezter D. Car- 


That which I fear will diſcompoſe you too. 2 los, Poa. 
Sueen. Alas, the Prince! there to my mind appears 

Something that in me moves unuſual Fears. 

Away, Henrietta. [_ offers to go. 
D. Car. Why would you be gone? 

Is Carlos Sight ungratefull to you grown? . 

If 'tis, beak: in Obedience T1! retire. 
2z. No, you may ſpeak, but muſt advance no nigher. 
D. Car. Muſt I then at that awfull diſtance ſue, 

As our Forefathers were compelFd to do, 

When they Petitions made at that great Shrine, 

Where none but the High Prieſt might enter in ? 

Let me approach; Pve nothing for your Ear, 

But what's ſo pure it might be Offerd there. 
2x. Toolong 'tis dangerous for me here to ſtay: 

If you muſt ſpeak, proceed: what wonld you ſay? 5 Carlos 

Nay, this ſtrange Ceremony pray give ore. 0 kneels, 
D. Car. Was I ner in this poſture ſeen before? 

Ah! can your cruel Heart ſo ſoon reſign 

All ſenſe of theſe ſad Sufferings of mine ? 

To your more juſt.remembrance, if you can, 

Recall how Fate ſeem'd kindly to ordain, 

That once you ſhould be Mine: which I believ'd, 

Though now, alas! I find T was deceiv'd. | 
"Been. Then, Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not Me upbraid. 
D. Car. I will not fay y'ave broke the Vows you made 3 

Onely implore you F not quite forget 


The Wretch y ave oft ſeen dying at your feet, 
Andnow no other Favour begs to have, | 
Then fach kind Pity as becomes your Slave. 
For 'mid(t your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, 
At leaſt you now and then may think of him. 


neem, 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 


t5 


©eerr. If e're you lovd me, you would this forbearz 
It s a Language which I dare not hear. 
My Heart and Faith become your Father's Right, 


All other Paſſions I muſt now forge 


D. Car. Can then a Crown and M Majeſty diſpenſe 


Upon your Heart ſuch mighty Influence, 
ThatT mult be for ever baniſh'd thence? 
Had I been raisd toall the Heights of Power, 


In Triumph crown'd the World's great Emperour, 


Of all its Riches, all its State poleſt, 


Yet you ſhonld ſtill have govern'd in my Breaſt. 
2x. Invain on Her you Obligations lay, 
Who wants not Will, but Power to repay. 


' Henriett. Yet had-you Henrietta's Heart, you would 


NE leaſt'ſtrive to afford himall you could. 


Carl. Oh! lay not you want Pow'r 3 you may with one 
ly all F've undergone. 


Kind Look. pay dou 


And knew you but the Innocence I bear, 
How pure, how ſpotleG all my Witſhes are, 
You would not ſcruple to ſupply my Want, 
Whenall Il] ask you may fo ſafely grant. 

« 2x. 'F know not what to grant, too well I find 


That ſtill atleaſt TI cannot be unkind. 


D. Car. Afﬀord me then that little which I crave, 
2». You ſhall not want what I may let you yn her hand. - 


-D. Carl. Like one: 


( have. 


That ſees a heap of Gems beige him caſt, 
Thence to chuſe any that my pleaſe him beſtz 


From the rich Treafure whilſt I choice ſhould make, 


Dazzel'd with all I know not where to take. 


I would be rich—— - 
2n———— Nay,'y 
I fear Thave already giv'n too-much. 


ou too far encroach; | 
| [Twas from Fe 


I 


1 ighing.. 


| aſtde. 


D. Carl, Oh! take not back again th' appearing Bliſs. 


How difficult's the path to Happinefs! 
Whilſt up the Pretipice we 


with pain, 


One little Slip throws us quite '&6wh. again.” 


Stay, Madam, though'you Nnothi 
Then juſt enough to 'keep a Wretc 


"more 


tives, © {© 1h 


ive, -- 


® 


16 Don Carlos Prince of Spain, 


At _ remember how I've lovd—— 
I will. 
| D- Car. That was fo kind, that I muſt beg more (till, 
Let me love on: it is a very poor - | 
And eafie Grant, yet I'll requeſt no more. 

2s, Do you believe that you can Love retain, 
And not exped to be belov d again? 

D. Carl. Yes, I will love, and think I'm happy too, 
So long as I can find that you are fo: 
All my Diſquiets baniſh from my breaſt: | 
I will endeavour to doe fo at lealt. [ Sighing deeply. 
Or if I can't my Miſeries out-wear, | 
They never more ſhall come Yoffend your Ear. 

xz. Love then, Brave Prince, whilſt I'll thy £ Giver ber hand, 

(Love admire, \which D. Carlos 

Yet keep the Fame o pure, ſuch chaſt Deſire, \ £7 Fw, all this 
That without ſpot hereafter we above Jpeee Kiſer 20- 
May meet, when weſhall come all Soul,all Love. =57'7* 
Till when—Oh! whither am I run aſtray ? 
I grow too weak, and muſt no longer ſtay. 
For ſhould I, the ſoft Charm ſo ſtrong would grow, 


gy 
9 2 Ragl 
.* 


I find that I ſhall want the Power to go. c Ex. Ou. & 


Henrietta. : 


D. Car. Oh ſweet — | 
If fuch Tranſport be in a.Taſt ſo ſinall, 
How bleſt muſt he be that poſleſles all !' 
Where am I, Poſa 2 where' . the Queen? [ ſtanding amazed. 
Poſa. My Lord, "ap 
A while ſome reſpite to your Heart afford: - 
The Queen's retir'd 
D. Car. —Retird? and did ſhe then | 
Juſt ſhew me Heav'n, to ſhut it in agen? _ x 
This little Eaſe augments my Pain the more z 
For now I'm more impatient then before, . W9;  7F 
And have diſcayer'd Riches make me mad. | \ 
Poſa. But” fince thoſe Treaſures are not to be had, -._.... : 
You ſhould corre& Defires that drive you on... ;1;;./(417 
Beyond that Duty which becomes a __. 17 iO 
No longer let the Tyrant Love invade 3. _ 
The Brave may by themſelves be Happy, made, 


Dot Carlos: Prince of | Spain. 17 
You to your Father now muſt all reſign. _ 

D. Carl. But'e'te:he robb'd meof her, ſhe was Mine. 
To be my Friend is all thou haſt to doe: . 3 
For half my Miſeries thou canſt not know, . 7) 
Make tay ſelf happy? bid the Damn'd doefo ; 
Who in fad Flames muſt be for ever toſt, _— 8 
Yet (till in view of the lov'd Heav'ntth'ave loſt. [ Exeunt. 


"The Bede Sond AQ. 


ACT the Third, SCENE the Fr 


Don John of Auſtria 
, The 0 ROVE continues. 


Limits on Love, whoſe Nature brooks no Lays ? 
Love 1s a God, and like a God ſhould be 
Inconſtant, with unbounded liberty 
Rove as he | ;7 | AUEEITA 
I find it : for ev'n now I've had a Feaſt, 
Of which a God might covet for a Taſt. 
Methinks I yet——-— 
See with what ſoft Devotion in her Eyes 
The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice. -- 
Oh how her Charms ſurpriz'd me as I lay ! pl 
I 


D. 7. FJ vainly would dull Moraliſts TEAS 


Like too-near Sweets they took my ſenſe away 
And I ev'n loſt the pow'r to reach at Joy. 

But thoſe croſs Witchcrafts ſoon unravel! d were, 
And I was lull'd in Trances ſweeter far: 

As Anchor'd Veſſels in calm -Harbours ride, 
Rock'd on the ſwellings of the floating Tide. 
How wretched then's the Man who, though alone 
He thinks he's bleſt, yet as confin'd to one, 2 
Is but at beſt a Pris ner ON a 8 Throne? [ 


» hy | To 


38 Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
To him King attended, Poſa, Gomes. 


King. Ye mighty Pow'rs, whoſe Subſtitates we are, 
On whom y'ave layn of Earth the Rule arid Care, 
Why all our Toils do you reward with II}, 
And to thoſe weighty Cares adde greater ſti}? 
Or how could 1 your Deities enfage, *- ' © 
That bleſs d my Youth, thus to attli& my-Age? 
A Queen and a Son's Hiceſt? difmall T ought! 
_ © D. F. What ist fo ſoon his _— ' has brought To Go- 
From the ſoft Arms of his young Bride? mez, 
Is ſhe not, Af#ri4, young and charming too? * * 
Doſt thou not think her to a wonder fair? 
Tell me.——— | Rog fl 
D. 7.—— By Heav'n more bright then Planets are; 
Her Beautie's force might ev'n their pow'r out-doe. 
King. Nay, fhe's as falſe and as unconſtant too. 
Oh A«ftria, that a Form ſo outward bright, 
Should be within all dark and ugly Night ! 
For ſhe, to whom I'd dedicated all ©. 
My Love, that deareft- Jewel of my Soul, 
Takes from its Shrine the precious Relique down, 
T adorn a little Idol of her own, BO . 
My Son, that Rebell both to Heav'n and me. 
Oh the diftrating Throes of Jealoufie? 
But as a drowning wretch juſt like to fink, 
Seeing him that threw him m upon the brink, 
At the third. plunge hays hold upon his Foe, 
And tugs him down into deftruction too : 
So thou, from whom theſe Miferies I've known, * 
Shalt bear me out again,” or with me drown. F Seizes rorghly 
” 1 0: Rut-Gomez; 
R. Go. My Loyalty will teach me how to wait 
All the Succeſles of my Sovercign's fate. 
What 1s't, Great Sir, yott wou'd command me? 
King. How | ITN 
— What i#t?—I know not what I'd have thee doe: 
Study Revenge for me, 'ris that I want. 4 
| D. John. Alas, what Frenzy does your temper haunt ? 
Revenge? 


Dot Car los Prince of Spain, 7 I : 


Revenge? on whom? | 
King. On my falſe Queen and Son. 
R.Go.On them? good Heay'n whatis't that they have done? 
Oh had my Tongue been cutſt ere it had bred 
This Jealouſie _— | [half aſide. 
King. —Then cancel what thaſt ſaid. 
Did(ſt thou not tell me, that thou ſaw'ſt him ſtand 
Printing ſoft Vows in Kiſles on her Hand; 
Whilſt in requitall ſhe fuch Glances gave, 
Would quicken a dead Lover in his Grave? 
R. Go. I did; and what leſs could the Queen allow 
To Him, then you to every Vaſlal ſhow? 
Thaffording him that little from Love's ſtore, 
Imply'd that ſhe for You referv'd much more.  . 
King. Oh, doubtle ſhe muſt have a wondrous ſtore 
Of Love, that ſells it at a rate ſo poor. - 
Now thou'dſt rebate my Pafſion with Advice 
And when thou ſhouldft be a&tive, wouldſt be wile. 
No, lead me where I may their Inceſt fee. 
Do, . or by Heav'n-—— do, and I'll worſhip thee. 
Oh how my Paſlions drive me to and fro! 
Under them heavy weight I yield and bow. 
But Tl! re-gather yet my ſtrength, and ſtand 
Brandiſhing all'my Thunder in my hand. | 
Poſa. And may it be ſent forth, and where it goes, 
Light fatally and heavy on your Foes. 
But let your Loyall Son and Canfort bear 
NolIll, fince they of.any guiltlek are. 
Here with my Sword Defiance I proclatm _ 
Tothat bold Traitour.that dares wrong their Fame. 
D. F. I too dare with my life their Cauſe make good. 
_ + King. Sure well their Innocence y ave underſtood, 
That you ſo prodigal are of your Blood. | 
Or wouldſt thou ſpeak me Comfort? I would find 
'Mongſt all my Counfellours at leaft one kind. 
Yet any thing like that I muſt not hear, 
(For ſo my rom I ſhould too tamely bear,) 
And weakly grow my own fond Flatterer. ). 
Poſz, Withdraw -———— — Exit Poſa. 
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My Lords, all this y'have heard. 
R. Go. Yes, I obſerv dit, Sir, with ſtri& re _ 
The young Lord's F riendſhip w2s too great tohide. 
Kirg. Is he thenſo to my falſe Son ally 'd? 
I _ environ'd ev'ry way, and all - 
My Fate's unhappy Engines plot my Fall,  - - 
Like C2/ar in the Senate, thus TI ftand; - | 
Whilſt Ruine threaten'd him on ev' ry hand. 
From each (ide he had warning he muſt die; 
Yet ſtill he brav'd his Fate, and fo will I. | | 
To ſtrive/for-Eaſe would but adde more to Pain; © 
As Streams, that beat againſt their Banks in vain, F 
Retreating ſwell into a Floud again. 
No, T1l doe things the World ſhall quake to hear : 
My juſt Revenge ſo true a ſtamp ſhall bear, 
As henceforth Heav'n it ſelf ſha]l emulate,  -'' 
And copy all its Vengeance out by'that:' -/; / 
All but Rxz-Gomez T maſt have withdrawn, 
I've lomething to diſcourſe with him alone. - + 
[ Ex. onmes preter K. &-Gomez. | 
Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depends'thy Fate. 
Thou'ſt wrought my ſenſe:of Wrong to fuch a height, 
Within my Breaſt it will no longer ſtay, 
But grows each minute till it force its way. 
I would not find my ſelf at laft deceiv'd. 
R. Go. Nor would I 'gainft your Reaſon: oo belicv d., 
Think, Sir, your Jealoulie'to be'but fear” 
Of loſing Treaſures which-you hold fo dear, 
Your Queen and Son may. yet be innocent: | 
-I know bur'what they did, :not what they meant.. 
_ Kigg:  Meant?' what ſhould-Looks a Sig Js and 3 Pref 
No, 0 3. kneed-nothear it © reagam.”'. !2 (_ 
No repetitions — ſomething muſt be . aan Tet 4 
Now there's no Ill Tknow that 1 would ſhun. | 54 
Fil fly, till them I've in their Inceſt. found,. ; - - 19710 
Full charg d with Rage.and' withimy:Vengeanoe hots 2 Vis 3 
Like a Granads' from a Cannon ſhot,'©'{, | +: 16; 
W hich lights at{Jaſt upon the Enemies! ground; 
Then breaking deals Deſtruction cams Wn Be. King \ 


R, Go. 


Don Carlos'Prince of Spain: | 
R. Go. So: tid\y-his/Jealouſie 1 is atthetop, - 1/7 
Fach little Blaſt will-ſefve'to' keen ivap; 5: | Got 
But ſtay, there's ſomething I've omitted yet, 
Poſa's my Enemy : and true, he's great. 
Alas, I'm atm'd *gainſt all: that he' can do; 
For my Snare's large enougt#to hold him-too, 
Yet Ill diſguiſe that purpoſe fora while”. 7 
But when he with the reſt is caught 1th' Toll, EL 
Th boldly out, and wanton in the Spoil. 
4 Exter Pola. --: 
Poſa. My Lord Rui-Gomez? and the Kingn not- t here?) 
You, who ſo-eminent a Favourite ars--\';: © 
In a King s Eye,” ſhould ne'r be abſent chenbb» : | 
R. Go. No, Sir, 'tis yow'that by a riſing Prince 
Are cheriſh'd, and fo tread'a ſafer way, . 
| Rich in that BliG theWorld wiitsto enjOJ: 1 1 70 
Poſa. Since whatmay-bleſs: 'the World we ought to prive, 
I wiſh there were nd publick'Enetnies :: - 
No lurking Serpents Poiſon to diſpenſe, 
Nor Wolves to prey on noble Innocence: 
No Flatt'rers that with' Royall Goodneſs part; 
Thoſe ſtinking Weeds that over-run' a: Court. -. :: 
R. Go. Nay, if good'Wiſhes any-thing could: doey; . | 
I have as earneſt Wiſhes, Sir, as you; | 
T hat though perhaps our King enjoys the beſt: / + 
Of Power, yer may he ſtill oat bleſt.,, Bt 1120 


May he— PTCTECFELIS JE 7112 | 
Poſa. Nay, Gomes; you? {hall nerout-dbe me there ; J 
Since for Great Philip's ood i wou'd you webe '- io; 075 r 


(If poſlible) more Honeſt then = ouwarec”7,_ ©! 
R. Go. Why, Poſa'#- whatdefect can you diernd; * 
Poſa, Nay, half your: 'MyfteriesT'm yet to yr 24 
Thovfh this {1l-bellllyjoſtifie toall; 
That you contrive a generous Prince's F al, - - {Gom, ſoles 
Nay, think'not by your-Smiles, and-tarelefs you, ntl 
To laugh it off : I come « -procarmt ſports 3 £11: 4, 


I do not, Sir. 121 0217 991 33d 4 b "a 611916 691 ') 
R, Go. Young Lord, what meaning Has {7 
This Heat ? 0H an 


Poa, z0let you {ee I kijow yare BB... 


22 Don Carlos Prince of Spain, 

R. Go. Nay then iPardon ag that I did, ſmile: > +, - 
45 win I thought y had jeſted all this while... | 
Baſe: | S | 

Poſa. Yes, more Baſe then impotent or old. 
All Vertue in thee, like-thy, Bloud, ; rans cold: _ . - 
Thy rotten putrid Qarkaſs i81eſs.full c 
Of Rancour/aud Contagionthenthy Soul, - | 
Ev'n now before the King I faw it plain; 

But Duty to that Preſence aw'd me then: 
Yet thereI dar'd thy Treaſon with my Sword. 
Thy Villany talk'd all; Courage had not a word.,. 
True, thou art old : yet if thou haſt a Friend, 

To whom thy curſed Cauſe thou dar'ſt commend 3 
*Gainſt him in publick Fll the Innocence 

Maintain of the fair Queen and injur'd Prince. 

KR. (eo. Farewell, bold Champion—— 

Learn better how your Paffions to diſguilk,, | 
Appearleſfs cholerick, and be mare wiſe.  [ExitR. Go. 
. Poa. How frail is all the Glory we deſign, 
Whilſt ſach as the& have: pow'r to. undermine? 
Unhappy Prince! who might'ft bave ſafely ſtood, 
If thou hadft beer 1es: Great, or not-ſo Good. 
Why the vile Monſter's bloud did-I not ſhed, 
And all the-Vengeance draw on my own head ? 
My Honour ſo had. had this, juſt defence, fE-4; 
That I preſerv'd my Patron and my Prince, _ FEzter Carlos 
Brave Caxlos: ha} he's here: OS; take heed 3 Land Pncer, 
By an unlucky Fate your Love b led, 
The King, the King your Father's jealous grown, 
Forgetting her his Queen, ar you his Son, | 
Calls all his. Vengeance up againſt you-both. ; 
D. Carl. Has then the falte Ry#-Goprez broke his Oath 2 - 
And, after all, my Innocence betray 'd?, . , _ 
Poa. Yes, all his ſubtleſt Snares are for you laid. 
The King within this. minute-will be here, ' 
And you are ruin'd if but ſeen with Her. 


4 
. 


F 


Retire, my Lord.—- oo 1 $0 
Snueen. How? is he jealous grown ? 
I thought my Vertue he had better known. 


Doi Catlos Prince of Spain. 
His unjuſt Doubts have fooh found out the way, : 
To make their entry on ont Marriage-day "OED 
For yet he has.not withime known a Nights: . 
Perhaps his Tyranny is his-Delight.. - - ._ . _ 

And to ſuch height his Cruelty 1s'grown, 

. He'd exerciſe it on hisQueen and. Son. 

Bur-fince; my Lord; this time we muſt obey | 

Our. Intereſt, I begy6u*would-not tay. > 7 

Not ſeeing you, he they to m@be juſt. 1 1 
D. Carl. Should I then leave you, Madam? 
neen. Yes, you mult. ; ONT | | 
D. Carl. Not then when- Storftis againſt your Vertue riſe. 

' No, fince to loſe you;'wretthed Carlos dies, 

He'll have the Honour of it, #1 your Caufe.: 

This is the nobleſt thing'that-Fate could doe, 

She thus abates the rigour of her Laws, | 

Since 'tis ſome Pleaſure but to.die for you. - ——_— 
Seer. Talk not of Death, for that ev'n Cowards dare; 

W hen their baſe Fears compel 'em. to deſpair. | 

Hope's the far nobler Paffion of the Mind. 

Fortune's a Miſtreſs that's with Caution kind ; 

Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone, 

They who, though ſhe ſeem froward,- yet court on:. 

D. Carl. To wretched tminds thus ſtill fome Cornfort: 
| | (gleams:: 

And Angels eaſe our Griefs, though but with. Dreams. 

T have toooft already been deceivd, 

And the Chear's grown t60-phain:to. be believ'd.. 

You, Madam, bid me g0. Looking earneſtly, 
©neen, You muſt. Y on the Qucen.. 
Poſa. You ſhall. : 

Alas, I love you, would not fee you fall :: 

And yet may find ſome way tevade it all. 

D. Carl. Thou, Poa, ever wert my trueft Friends; , 

F almoſt wiſh thou wert not now fo kind. 

Thou ofa thing that's loſt tak'ſt too much care.. 

And you, fair Angel, too indulgent are, © {| tothe Queer 

Great my Deſpair; yet ſtilkmy Love is higher. W 

Waull—in obedience to you'Tlbretixe.. © + | 


Though 


Rare ————By I Fury:1 in your Eycs, 
Tu Sh 
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Though duriggall the Storta.I willbs might 4 1 
Where if I ſee the Dangesr.groW t0ghigh,/ 1:11 13 p 


© $ + 
on 


To fave you, Madam A if gome forth and digs, (Ec#D.E Car. 


Enter Koig 2x4 Rai-Gomes.” | __ 


King. Who would haye gueſt that this had .* | 
MFC OW 81008 (ever been? 75 

DiſtraQion ! where ſhall my Revenge begin? 
Why, he's the very Bawd.to all ther Sin 3, j 
And, todiſguiſe it, 'pat's on. Friend{hip's mask. | 
But his Di patch, Rxi-Gomez, is thy Task. . , 
With bim pretend ſome private Conference,  ...|/ 
And under that Diſguiſe ſrduce him hence: - N 
Then, in ſome place:fit for the deed, impart. 
The bus'neſs by a _—__— to a Heart. , 

R. G. 'Tis done. 

King. So, Madam— 


| Steps to the in os 


er{tand you. come to tyrantiize. . 


I hear you are already Jealous: grown, I 
And dare ſuſpe& my Vertue with your Son. 


King. Oh Woman-kind!: thy/Myſtries who-can fi 


Too deep for eafie weak. believing:Man ? 


Hald;'et.me look': Indeed y'are wondrous fair. 
So on: the owit-fide Sodor's Apples were: 
And yet-within, when open'd to the view, 


Not half ſo dang'rous, or {6 foul, as you. 


ueen, Unhappy wretched Woman Khat | SP 
And you mnjabdy of a Husband's name | 
Do you not-bluſh? 
King. Yes, Madam, for your Shame. 
Bluſh too, my Judgpient ere ſhould rave ſo faint, 
To let me chuſe a Devill for a Saint.:- 
When firft:I aw:and Joyv'd that temptin Eye... 
The Fiend within the-Flame I did-not ſpy 3 
But ſtill ran on and cheriſht my Deſires, 


ForHeav'nly Beams miſtook Internall Fires: 


Such raging Fires, /as yau baye fince thought fit 
Alone my Son, my Son's hot Yonth ſhould meet. - 
Oh Vengeance, Vengeance !—— 


$5 <6 = | Seen. 
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Pueen. Poor Ungen'rous King! > 
How mean's the Soul from which ſuch Thoughts muſt ſpring ! 
Was it for this I did fo late ſubmit, | 
To let you whine and languiſh at my feet; | 
When with falſe Oaths you did my Heart beguile, 

And profer'd all your Empire for a Smile? 

: Then, [then my! Freedom 'twas I did reſign, | 
Though you {till {yore you would preſerve it mine. . 
And (till it ſhall be ſo: for from this hour 
I vow to hate, and never ſee. you more. | 
Nay, frown not, Dhihp, for you ſoon ſhall know 
I can reſent and rage as well as you. Gates 

King. By Hell her Pride's as raging as her Luſt, 

A Guard there—— Seize the Queen— [Enter Guard: 


} Exter Carlos, and Intercepts the Guard. 


D. Carl. — Hold, Sir, be Juſt. | 
Firſt look on me, whom once you call'd your Son: 2 


A Title I was alwaies proud to own. 
- King. Good Heav'n! to merit this what have-I done, ) 
That he too dares before my fight appear ? : 
D. Carl. Why 2. Sir, where is the cauſe that I ſhould fear? 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know 
The reaſon why you uſe this Princeſs ſo. 
King. Sure I ſhall find ſome way to raiſe this Stege : 
He talks as if 'twere for his Privilege. 
Foul Raviſher of all my Honour, hence. 
But ſtay: Guards with the Queen ſecure the Prince. 
Wherefore in my Revenge ſhould I be flow? 
Now in my reach, I'll daſh'em at a Blow. 


Ezxter D. John of Auſtria, Eboli ard Henriett. - 
Garcia. | 


D. F. I come, Great Sir, with wonder here, to ſce 
Your Rage grown up to this extremity 
Againſt your Beautious Queen, and Loyal Son. 
What 1s't that they to merit Chains have done? 
Or is't your own wild Jealouſfie alone? 

King. O Auſtria, thy vain Enquiry ceaſe, 
If thou haſt any value for thy Peace. 

| E 


| —_— 
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My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an Accent bear, 
*'T wauld make thee miſerable but tor hear. 
D. Carl. Father, if I may dare to call you ſo, 
Since now I doubt if 'm your Son or no, 
As you have ſeal'd my Doom, I may complain. -. 
 Kirg. Will then that Monſter dare to ſpeak again? 
D. Car. Yes, Dying men ſhould not their thoughtsduſguiſe 2 
And ſince you take fuch Joy in Cruelties; | 
. Ere of my Death the new Delight begin, 
Be # ary to hear how cruel yau have been. 
Time was that we were ſmil'd on by our Fate, 
You not Unjuſt, nor I Unfortunate. 
| Then, then I was your Son, and-you were glad . 
I To hear my early Praiſe was talk'd abroad. 
| Then Love's dear Sweets you to me would diſplay, 
_ Told me where this rich Loxmrobus Treafure lay, 
And how to gain't inftfuqed me the way. 
I came, and: faw, and lov'd, and bleſt you fort. 
But then when Love had feal'd her to my Heart, 
Yau violently tore her from my Side : 
And 'cauſe my bleeding Wound 1 could not hide, - 
But ſtill ſome Pleaſure to. behold her took, ,* 
You now will have my Life but for a Look, | 
Wholly forgetting all the Pains I bore, -. d 


Your Heart with envious Jealoufie boils ore, 
'Cauſe I can love no leſs, and you no more.- 
Hex. Alas! how can you, hear his ſoft Complaint, 
And not your hardned ſtubbornHeart relent ?- 
Furn, Sir, ſarvey that comely awtull Man, 
[ And to my Pray'rs be cruell if you can. 
1 | King, Away, Deluder: who taught thee to ſue ? 
[ Ebolz. Loving the Queen, what is t ſhe leſs can doe, 
Then lend her aid againſt the dreadfull Storm? 
King, Why, can the Devil dwell too in that form ? 
This is their little Engine by the bye, 
. A Scout to watch, and tel] when Danger's nigh. 
Come, pretty Sinner, thou'lt inform me all, 
How, where, and when: -nay, do-not fear—you ſhall. 
Her. Ah Sir Uokind!: 4 | [ Kneek. - 


Kir 'g 


Don Catlos Prince of Spain. 
King.——Now hold thy Siren's Tongue. 

Who would have thought there were a Witch ſo young? 
D. 7. Can you to finng Beauty ſtop your Ears? 

Heav'n lays its Thunder by, and gladly hears, (Takes np Hen. 

When Angels are become Petitioners. Sd makes his 

| zdareſs toher 

Ebolj. Ha! what makes Atria fo officious there? 5 afide to 

That Glance feems as it fent his Heart to her. .C Garcia. 
D. Carl. . A Banquet then of Bloud fince you deſign, 

Yet you may fatisfie your felf with mine. 

I love the Queen, I have confeſt, 'tis true: 

Proud too to think I love her more then you. 

Though ſhe, by Heav'n, is ckear—bnt I indeed 

Have been unjuſt, and do deferve to bleed. 

There were no lawleſs Thoughts that I did want, 

Which Love had pow'r to ask, or Beauty grant. 

Though ne'r yet found Hopes to raife *em on, 7 

For ſhe did till preferve her Honour's Throne, . 

And daſh'd the bold aſpiring Devil's down. 

If to her Cauſe you do not credit give, 2 


Fondly againſt your Happineſs you'l-ſtrive, 
As ſome loſe Heay'n becauſe they won't believe. 

Beer. Whilft, Prince, my Preſervation you defign, 
Blot not your Vertue to adde more to mine. 
The clearneſs of my Trath' Fd not have ſhown 
By any other Light befides its own. 
No, Sir, he through Deſpair all this has faid, 
And owns Offences which he never made. 
Why ſhould you think that I would doe you wrong? 
Muſt I needs be Unchaſt becauſe I'm Young? 

King. Unconſtant wav'ring Heart, why heav'ſt thou ſo? 

I ſhiver all, and know not what I doe. 
I who ere now have Armies led to fight, 
Thought War a Sport, and Danger a Delight, 
Whole Winter-nights ſtood under Heav'n's wide Roof 
- Daring my Foes, now am not Beauty-proof: 
Oh! turn'away thoſe Bafilisks thy Eyes; 


ThInfe&on's fatal, and who ſees 'em dies. [ Goes away. 
2x, Oh! do not fly me; I have nodefign 
Upon your Life, for you may yet ſave mine. [ Kneels. 


E 2 Or 


28 Don Carlos Prince of S 
Or if at laſt I muſt my Breath ſubmit, . 
Here take i, 'tis an Off ring at your feet., 
Will you not look on me, my deareſt Lord 2: 
King. Why? would'{t thou live?——— 
©z. Yes, if you'l ſay the word. | 
D: Carl. Oh Heav'n! how coldly and unmov'd he ſees 
A praying Beauty proſtrate on her 'Knees!. - * ' © 
Riſe, Madam———- - [_ Steps to take ber up. 
King. —Bold Encroacher, touch her not : 
Into my Breaſt her Glances thick are ſhot. . 
Not true?--ſtay let me ſee--By Heav'n thon art \ Looks earz- 
—A Falſe vile Woman—Oh my fooliſh Heart! ') ety oz her. 
F give thee Life—But from this time refrain; - D rc 
And never come into my fight again: 
Be bami{h'd ever. — | 
Oueern.———— This you muſt not doe, 
At leaſt till I've convinc'd you I am True. F. 
Grant me but ſo.much time, and when that's done, 
If you think fit, for ever III be gone. = 
King. I've all this while been angry, but invai n; 
She heats me-firſt, then. ſtroaks me tame again. 
Oh, wert thou true, how. happy ſhould I be? 
Think'ſt thou that I have Joy to part with, thee ? 
No, all my Kingdome for the Bliſs I'd give : 
Nay, though it were not fo, but to believe. 
Come, for I can't avoid it, cheat me quite. 
We I would not, Sir, deceive you if I might. .. 
Butif you'ltake my Oaths; By all above, 
'Tis You, and-onely. You, that I will love. | 
King. Thus as a Mariner that fails along, 
With pleaſure heats th'enticing S7rez's Song, 
Unable quite his ſtrong Deſires to. bound, | 
Boldly leaps in, though certain to be drown'd. | | 
Come to my Boſomrthen, make no delay :. .Takes her iz. 
My Rage # huſht, and L have. room for Joy. .' } hs Arms.. 
oe Agen you'l think that I Unjuſt will prove. 
King. No;. thou art all-o're Truth, and I all Love. 
Qh that we'might for. ever thus remain , | | 
In folded Arms, and never part again. . 


pain, 


Seem. 
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mn Command me any thing, and try your Pow'r. - 
22g. Then from this minute ne'r ſee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'ſt doe ill with ſuch a port, 
For ever here T baniſh thee my Court. - 
Within ſome Gloiſter lead a private lifes 
That I may love and rule without this ſtrife. 
Here, Ebo/;, receive her to thy Charge: 
The Treafure's precious, and the Truſt is large. 
Whilſt I retiring hence, my ſelf make fit 
To wait for Joys, which are too fierce to meet. oor King.” 
D. Carl. 'My'Exile from his prefence I can hear” 
With pleaſure: But, no more to look on her? — Or 
Oh! *tis a dreadfull Curſe I cannot bear. - ; 
No, Madam, all his pow'r fhall nothing-doe:- 
FI ſtay, and take my Baniſhment from You... 116-41 
Do You command me; 'ſee how far Fll - | DU VOOR 
. Will Carlos be at laſt my-Eneniy?” 22d 55 741 _ 
Con der, this Submiſſion T have ſhown, | 5 tk 77 3] 
More to preſerve your Safety then my OW: . eto 
Ungratefully you needleſs wates deviſe, ' | 
To loſe a Life which I f6 dearly prize. We 
D. Car. So, now her Fortune's made, and ] am left [of 7s 
Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhift. 
Madam, you might have' ſpar the Cruelty 3- © 1s to 2% 
Bleſt with your Sight I-was prepar'd to die.- xc 
But now to loſe it drives me to Defpair, 
Making me wiſh to die, and'yet not dare. 
Well, to ſome ſolitary ſhoar Ill roam, 
And never more into your preſence come, 
Since I already find I'm troubleſome. | [#5 going... 
rx. Stay, Sir; yet ſtay :——you ſhall not cleave me fo. - 
D. Carl. Ha? 
a. I muſt talk-with you before you go.- 
Oh Carlos, how unhappy is our ſtate? 
How foul. a Game was play'd us by our Fate? - _ 
Who promis'd fair when we did firſt begin, a3 


% > 


'T1ll envying to ſee us like to win, 
Straight fell to.cheat,- and threw the fatfe Lot i IN. n 
My Vows to you I now remember al). - 10) 
D. Car. Oh Madam, I can hear no.more. —-. - {Entolieh _ 


2s. 
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4.—You ſhall. — [. Keels foo. 
For I can't chyfe but let you know, that T, | 


If you'l reſolve on't, yet will with you hs -- 36 
D. Car. Sure nobler Gallantry was never = 


Good Heav'n! this Blefling ts too much for one 
No, 'tis eno 5 for mg to die alone. 

My Father, all my Foes 1 now forgive. 
©ueen. Nay, Sir, 'by all our Loves I charge you live. 
But to what Country, whereſaere you go, | 

F _- not Me, for I'll remember You. 
Carl. Shall } ſuch Vertye and fuch Charms « forget? d 
"i NEVET hm TUE oh 
Heen ——Oh that we neven met, 
But 1n our diſtant Climates (till been free! | 
I might have heard of You, and-you of Me: '. © 
So towards Happineſs mare ſafely mov'd;. 
And never been thus wretched, yey have lov d: , 
What makes you look ſo. wildly2—why & you ſtart? | 
D. Carl. A faint cold, Damp. is thick'ning round my Heart. 
©ueen. What ſhall we doe? ——— 
D. Carl. Doe any thing but. part. 
Or ſtay ſo-long; tilt my poor Soul. expires 
In view of all the Glory it admires, 
Eboli.But, Madarg,you forgot the King's Commands: 5To the 
LAOIE: ta ſtay, your Dangers. you renew. 7} : 
D. Car. Ah, Princeſs! Lovers Pains. you. never Wo 
Or what it is to part as,we muſt do, 
Part too for ever 
After-one minute, never more to ſtand 
Fixt-en thoſe Eyes, or prefling this ſoft Hand. 
'Twere but enough to feed 'on, and not ſtarve: 
Yet: that is more then I did ere deſerve. 
Though Fate to us. is niggardly and poor, 
That from Eternity can't ſpare one Hour. 
2z. If it were had, that Hour. would. ſoon be gone, 
And we ſhould wiſh to draw, another on. 
No, rigorous Neceflity has made: 
Us both his Slaves, and now will-be obey'd. 
"Come, let us try the parting Blow ta, bear. 
Adieu—— 


D. Car. 
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D. Car. Farewell. [ Looking at each other, 
I'm fix'd and rooted here, 
I cannot ſtir —— 

2. Shall I the way then ſhow? 
Now, hold my Heart Goes to the door, then flops, 
— - Nay, Sir, why don't you F. 3 and turns back, again. 

D. Carl. Why do you ſtay 


@z. I won't.-— 
D. Car._——You ſhall a while | [ Kzeels 


With one Look more my Miferies bepuile, 
That may ſupport = fr till you are Fra, 
, Or 


2x. Oh Ebeli, thy I'm ? beret Fakes hold on Eboll. | 
Here take 1 it then, and wich It too my Li Ezans into 
| Eboli's arm... 
D. Opr. My C e with my Tortures is at ſtrife. 
Since ny Griefs Cowards are, and dare not kill, 
T1! try to vanquiſh and our-toil the HL. | 
Well, Madam, now I'm'fomething hardier ren 
Since I at laſt perceive you muſt be one, o 
To venture the Encounter Fll be bo 5 Leads her 
For certainly my Heart will folong hot: Uo the door. | 
Farewell—be Happy as y are Fairand true. | 
z. AndallHeav'ns kindeſt Angels wait on YouſBz: with Eb. 
. Carl. Thus longT wanderd im Love' s crooked way, 
By Hope 'sdelnding Meteor led aſtray : - | 
For e're F; ve half the dang rons Defart wroft, ho | 
The glimm'ring Light, s gone our, and Fam Joſt. [Exie D. Car. 


| The End dof the the Third Att. 


ES 2 Ps LIPS Y 2d. + 


PTC 


5 CENE, The A#ti-C hahtber to the es #. 
Apartment. -. 
. Don Cazlog,. end Boks, "oy ' al | 


D.Car- "Her next is the Apartment of the Queer?) þ 
by going - 
) returns: 


Who. 


las. Ir vain I' try, I muſt not ventuge m. 
Fhus is it . th the Souls of murtherd menz  * 
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Who to their Bodies would agen repair, ':,.. '- . 
" But finding that they cannot enter; there, F: 
Mourning and groaning wander in the Air. 
Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuſtly;thrown | - 
From alt thoſe Hopes that,promis'd me a Crown, 
'My Heart, with the, Diſbonour's to,me 9s 56 ap * 
Ts poiſor'd, ſwells too mighty for my Breaſt: \ 
But it will break, and I ſhall be at reſt. a - 
No;-dull Deſpair this Soul ſhall never load. 
Though Patience be EN eo ofa.God: | | 
Gods never feel the, ae bear, Vina RENE 
Or. axe above the Ines we 0 2 
Father, and King; ho bear mighty ſens: f 
Yet ſure Here CE live Ms in a and Prince. 
IT was born þ 1gh, and, will not fall leſs great. - *. 
Since Triumph .crowh 'd my Birth; I'll have my ek: 
As Glorious and Majeſtick too jas that. | 
To Flanders, Poſa, ſtraight my Letters ſend, 
Tell'em the 1njur'd Carlos, is their Friend : 
And: that to head their Forces I deſign; 
So vindicate their Caule, if they. dare mine, i 
 Poſa. To th'Rebels?. 
D. Car.::No, th'are; Friends, their Cauſe is Jabs: 
Or, when TI make it mine at leaſt, it muſt. 
Let th'common Rout like Beaſts love to be. dull, 
Whilſt ſordidly they live at aſs and Salk. 57 
Senſcleſs what Honour.or. Ambition means,: : ;. 
And ignorantly drag their load of Chains. 
I am a Prince have' Pa a Crown in view, - 
And cannot brook to loſe the proſpe&t now. 
It th'art my Friend; dq not my. wall delay. 
Poſa. I'll dott=—=<z— —— [ Exit Poſa. 


ns. "Emter Ebolk. 

Evol. My Lord. Ro  1PRet RS 

D. Carl. Who calls me? - 

Ebol. You muſt ſtay... 

D. Carl. What news'of fteſh Aﬀidtion _ you by 

Ebol. Suppoſe. it were.the Queen, you'd tay for. her 

D. Carl. For Her? yes, ſtay an Age, for ever ſtays 
Stay. evn till Time it ſelf ſhou'd paſs away. + - 


Fix 
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Fix here a Statue never to remove, 
An everlaſting Monument of Love. | 
Though, may a thing ſo:wretched as T'am: © 
Bur the leaſt place in her Remembrance claim ? 
Ebol. Yes, -if you dare believe me, Sir, you do; 
We both can talk of nothing elſe but You: 
Whilſt from the Theam ev'n Emulation ſprings, 
Each ſtriving who ſhall ſy the kindeſt things. 
D. Carl. But from that Charity I poorly live, 
Which onely pities, - and can nothmg give. 
Ebol. Nothing? propoſe what 'tis you claim, and I, 
For ought you know, may be Security. _ | Pots 
D. Carl. No, Madam, what's my due none e're can pay 5 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, 
Watching his Charge with never-ſ{leeping Eyes, 
And ſtops my Entrance into Paradiſe. | 
Ebol. What Paradiſe? what Pleaſures can you know 
Which are not in my power to beſtow? - +: 
D. Carl. Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms, 
The Queen muſt yield when in my Father's Arms. 
That Q1een ſo excellently richly fair, + 0. 
$22ss could he come agen a Lover here, [ 
ould court Mortality to die for her. 
-Oh Madam, take not pleaſure to renew - 
Thoſe Pains, which if you felt you wou'd not do. 
Ebol. Unkindly-urg'd: think you no ſenſe T have 
Of what you feel? Now you may take your leave: :_ 
Something | had to ſay, bur-let it die. . . «x 4" 
D. Carl. Why? Madam, who has injur'd you? not L 
 Ebol. Nay, Sir, .your preſence I would not detain. 
Alas; you do not hear-that I complain. ;  _.. . 
Though could you half of my Misfortunes ſee, | es 
Methinks you: ſhould encline to pity me.. _ ©. EP 
D. Carl. 1 cannot gueſs what mournfull tale you'd tell; 
But I am certain you prepare me well. - - 
Speak, Madam. - 
Ebol. Say I lov'd, -and with a Flame 
Which even melts my tender Heart to-name 2: 
Lov'd too a man, I will not fay ingrate, 
Becauſe he's far above. my Buth r Fate: 
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Yet fo far he at leaft does cruel prove, 
He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 
Starves on a barren Rock, and wortt be bleſt, 
Though [ invite him kindly to a Feaſt. 
D. Carl. What ſtupid Animal could ſenſeleſs lie, 
Quicken'd by Beams from that iHuftrious Eye? 
Ebol. Nay, toencreafe your wonder, you fhall know 
That I, alas! am forc'd to tell him too, p 
Till ev'n I bluſh, as now Ttell'tt you. 
D. Carl. You neither ſhall have cauſe of Shame or Fear, 
Whoſe Secrets ſafe within my Bofome are.  ' 
Ebesl. Then farther I the Riddle may explain. 
Survey that Face, and blame me if yan can, 5 Shews him his 
p own PiFure, 
D. Carl. Diſtraction on my Eyes! what have they ſeen? 
'Tis my own Picture which 1 fent the Queen, 
When to her Fame I paid Devotion firſt, + 
ExpeCiing BliG, but loft it: T an curft. bs 
Curft too in thee, who from my Saint darft fteat 
The onely Refique left her of my Zeal, 
And with the Sacrilege attempt my Heart. 
Wert thou more charming then thou think'ſt thou art; 
Almighty Love preſerves the Fort'for her, 
And bids defiance to. thy Entrance there, , 
Ebol. Negle&ed?- ſcorn'd by Father arid by Son ? 
What a maltcious courfe my Stars have run? 
But ſince I meet with ſuch unlucky Fate _ )- 
In Love, Tl try how I can thrive in Hate: ” 
My own | talf nd may affiſt in that. J. | 
To his Revenge Fll give him freth alarms, | [aſpde. 
And with the gray old Wizzard muſter Charms. iS 
I hav: chankes thanks Revenge: . Prince, 'tis thy Bane. 
Can yqu forgive me, Sir? 1 hope you can. . [To Carl. mildly. 
111 try.ro recompenſe the Wrongs I've done, 
And better finiſh what is 111 began. 
D.: Carl. Madam, youat fo ſtrange a rate proceed, 
I ſhall begin to think ou lov'd indeed. 
Ebol. No matter 3 "be 'but to my Honour true, 
As you ſhall ever find Fl be tc you. 
The _— $ my Charpe, 'and you =y onthat ſcore 
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Preſume that you ſhall ſee her yet once more. | 
T'11 lead you tothoſe ſo much worſhipt Charms, 
And, yield you to my happy Rival's Arms. 
D. Carl. In what a mighty Sum ſball I be bound? 
I did not think ſuch Vertue could be found. 
Thou Miſtrefs of all beſt PerfeRions, ſt:y: 
Fain I in gratitude wou'd ſomething ſay ; ; 
But am too far in debt for Thanks to pay. | 
- Ezter Don John of Auſtria. | 
D. John. Where is that Prince, he whoſe Aflitions ſpeak 
So loud, as all Hearts but his own might break? 
D._ Carl. My Lord, what Fate has left me, I am here, 
Mere Man, of all my Comforts ftript and bare. - - 
Once like a VineI flouriſh'd, and was young, 
Rich m my ripening Hopes that _ me ſtrong: 
But now a dry and wither'd: Stock-am grown, . / 
And all my Cluſters and my Branches gone. a 
D. 7. Amongſt thoſenumbers which' your Wrongs deplore, 
Then me there's none that can reſent *em more. | 
I feel a generous Grudging in my breaſt, 
To ſee fuch Honour and fuch Hopes opprelſt. 
The King your Father is my Brother, true; 
But I ſee more that's like my ſt in You: © 
Free-bornl am, and not on him depend, 
Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend. 
And if that Title you think fit to bear, 
Accept the Confirmation of it here. - [Embruce. 
D. Carl. From you, to whom Tmby fuch Kindneſs ty'd, © 
The Secrets of my Soul I will nor hide. © Fall 
This generous Princeſs has her Promiſe givn, , 
I once more. ſhall be brought in tight of Heavns 
To the fair Queen my laſt Devotion pay: 
And then for Flanders I intend my way. 
Where to th'inſulting Rebels V1! give Law, | 
To keep my ſelf from Wrongs, and them in Awe. 
D. Johr. Proſperity to the Defign, 'ts'good; 
Both worthy of your Honour and your Blond. : 
D. Carl. My Lord, your ſpreading Glories flouriſh tngh,) 
Above the reach or ſhock of Deſtiny 
Mine early nipt like Buds untimely die. | 
| F 2 Eater 
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Enter Officer of the Guard. 


Offic. My Lord, Igrievetotell what you. muſt hear ; 
They are unwelcome Orders which. bear, 
Which are, to. guard you. as a Priſoner. 

D. Fad A Pris'ner2 what new game of Fate's begun ; 


Henceforth be ever curs'd the name of: Soz, 
Since I muſt be a $laye becauſe Im one. - 4 ol 
Duty? to-whom? He's not my Father, no. E: 
Back with-your Orders to the Tyrant go;. 
Tell. him his Fury drives too much one way 5 5 
I'm Weary on't, and can no more obey. : _ 
John. If ask* d by, whoſe Commands you. 4d decline 
Your F urh tell my Brother,, 'twas- by mine, . © [Ex.Officer.. 
D. Carl. Now were I certain it would fink me quite, 
I'd ſee the Queen,once more though but-in ſpite, = 
Though He with all his Fury-were in place, -- nA 
| wou'd careſs and,court her to his face... 2 — 
Oh that I could this minute die, if fo _ 
What he had loſt he might too lately rave = 7 
Curſing himſelf to think what he has done:. Ew 
For I was ever an obedient Sons .... " 
With pleaſure all his Glovies faw. when oung = 
Look'd, and with pride confid'ring,) when cel (rung... 
Joyfully under him.and: free I play d, 
Baskt in his Shine, and wanton in his Shade—: 
Rut, now——— 
Cancelling all:what.o're he then conterrd, 
Hethruſts me out among; the. common Herd: 
| Norquietly will there permit my ſtay, 
But drives and hunts me like a Beaſt * Prey: .. 
Affliction! Oh Aﬀiction! 'tis too great, 3 gl 
.” Nor have I ever learnt. to ſuffer yet. | =. =, 
Though Ruine at me from. each ſide take aim, - 
And I ſtand thusencompaſsd round with Flame 3. 
Though the deyouring fire approaches faſt ; 
Yet will try to plunge; if. power waſt, As 
can at worſt. but fink-gnd burn at laſt. [Ex. D. Carlos: 
* D: Jon Go on, purſue thy, Fortune while "tis hotr * 
Loag or work. where Hongura $ to be got... | ho, 


9 - 
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But, Madam, to this Prince you're wond'rous kind. 

Ebol. You are not leſs to Hemrier. I find. 

D. John. Why, ſhe's a Beauty, tender, young, and fair... 

Ebol. T thought I might in Charms have cqualld her. 
You told me once my Beauty was not leſs. 

Is this your Faith? aretheſe your Promiſes ? 

D. John. You would ſeem jealous, but are crafty. grown; 
Tax me of Falſchood, to-conceal your own. - 
Go, y are a-Woman. | 

«Ebol. Yes, I know 1 am: 
And by my Weakneſs do deſerve that name, 
When Heart. and Honour to you reſign'd. 
Would F were not a Woman, or lefs kind. | 

D. John, Think you your Falſhood was not plainly ſeen,:. 

When to your Charge my Brother = the Queen? 

Too well I ſaw it: how did you diſpenſe 

In Looks your Pity to th' arflicted Prince? 

Whilſt Fmy Duty paid the King, your time * 

You watcht, and fixt your melting eyes on him,- 

Admir'd him— 
Ebol. Yes, Sir, ' for his Conſtancie—— 

But 'twas with pain, to think you falſe to me, 

When to another's Eyes you Homage paid, 

And my true Love wrongd and negleCted- laid; 

Wrong'd- too ſo far as nothing can reſtore. | 

D: John... Nay, then ler's part, and think of Love no more. - 

Farewell 43. bin. [D. ]..7* goivgs - 

Ebol, Farewell; if-yarerefolv'd to: go. - | w_ 
Inhumane A#ſtria,. can you leave me fo? - : 
Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rackt: - 

Adde not to-your Inconftancie NegleQ. 
Methinks you ſo far might have'gratefull prov'd, -- 
Not to have quite forgotten that I lovd. . | 
D. John. If ere you lov'd, 'tis you, - not I forget. .. _ | 
For a Remove 'tis-here too deeply ſet, 
Firm rooted, and for ever muſt remain. . | Ebol. turns away. 
Why thus unkind ?=— 
; Elol. Why are you jealousthen?..- [ turns to him. 
_ D. John. Come, letit:be.no mores. I'm huſht and (till. 


Will you forgive | 
Wt Be Ebel: 


i 
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Ebol. How can you doubt my will? 
I do. | 
D. John. Then ſend me not away unbleſt. 
\Ebol. Till your Return I will not think of Reſt, 
* Carlos will hither ſuddenly repair. 
The next Apartment's mine ; I'll wait you there. 
Farewell, | [Eboli ſeems to weep. 
D. Johz. .O do not let me ſee a Tear; 


Ws (: quenches Joy, and ſtifles Apperite. 


Like War's fierce God upon my Bliſs I'd prey 3 
'Who, from the furious Toils of Arms all day, 
Returning home to Love's fair Queen at night, 
.Comes riotous and hot with full Delight [Exit D. John. 
'Ebol. Hhas reapt his jou and now he would be "M 


And to effe& it puts on Jealouſie. 

But I'm as much a Libertine as he; 

As fierce my Will, as furious. my Defires.,. - 

Yet will I hold him: Though Enjoyment tires, 
Though Love and Appetite be at the beſt, Y 
:He'll ſerve, as common Meats fill up a Feaſt, _ 
And look like Plenty, thongh we never taſte. ) 


 Exter Rui-Gomez. 


«Old Lord, I bring thee News will make thee young, © 


R. Go. Speak; there was always Mulick in thy Tongue. 
Evol. Thy F ocs re tott ring, and the Day's hy own: 
Give 'em bat one Lift now, and they go down. jj 
Quickly to th' King, and all is Doubts renew : 
Appear diſturb'd, as if you ſomething knew. 
Too difficult and dang'rous to relate, 7 | 
Then bring him hither Jabouring with the weight. 
I will take care that Carlos ſhall be here : - 
So for his jealous Eyes a fight prepare, | 
Shall prove-more-fatall then Meduſa's Head, _ 
And he more Monſter ſeem then ſhe e're made. 


"Enter King attended. 
Kixg. Still how.this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt! 2 


= 


'When ſhall T get th'Uſurper diſpoſſeſt? 


My Thoughts, like Birds when frighted from their reſt, 
| Around 
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Around the place where all was huſht before 
Flutter and hardly ſettle any more 
Ha, Gomez! what art thou thus muſing on2 [Sees Gomez. 

R. Gom. Tm thinking what itis to have a Son, 

What mighty Cares-and what tempeftuous Strife 

Attend on an unhappy Father's life. | 

How Children Lleneaem, but Torments are; 

When young our Folly, and when old our Fear. 

King. Why doſt thou bring theſe odd Reflexions here? © 
Thou envieſt ſure the Quiet which I bear. 

R. Gom. No, Sir, I joy ith Eaſe which: you poſleſs, 
And wiſh you never may have cauſe for leſs. 

King. Have cauſe for eſs? come nearer : thou art fad, 
And look'ft as thou wouldſt tell me that I had. | 
Now, now I feel it rifing up again— | 
Speak quickly, where is Carlos £ where the Queen? 
What? not a word? have my Wrongs {truck thee dumb?Y : 
Or art thou ſwoln and labouring wh my Doom, : . 
Yet dar't not let the fatal Secret come? 

. R. Gom. Heav'n great Infirmities to Age allots: - 

I'm old, and have a Sonkad doting Thoughts. 

Seek not to know 'em, - Sir; 
King. By Heav'n I muſt. | 

* R. Gom.: Nay, I wou'd not: be by compultfion jult.” 

King. Yet, if without it you refuſe, you ſhall. 

R. Gom. Grant me then one Requeſt, T'll tell you all. 

King. Name thy Petition, and conclude it done. - 

R. Gow. It is that you-wou'd here forgive your Son 
For all his paſt Offences to this hour. - 

King. Thihalſt almoſt ask'd a thing beyond my pow'r. - 
But ſo much Goodneſs 1'th'Requeſt I find, . 

Spite of my ſelf 11 for thy fake be kind. 

His Pardon's ſeal'd : the Secret now declare. - - 
R: Gom. Alas! *tis onely that 1 faw him here. 
King. Where? with the Queen? Yes, yes, tis ſo I'm fure.-- 

Never were Wrongs ſo great as I endure. 

So great, that they are grown beyond Complaint,: . - 

For half my Patience might have made a Saint. 

Olr Woman! monſtrous Woman! 

Did I for this into my Breaſt receive 

The. promiſing repenting Fugitive? - But,:. 


# 


yay” © 
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-And with my Pounces. 


But, Gomez, I will throw her back agen; 
And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tear her then. 
El cruſh her Heart, where all the'Porſon lies, 
Till, when the' Venom's out, the Viper dies. 
R. Gome. They the beft method of Revenge renfins 


Who ſo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhewzs | 
Stay till their Wrongs appear at fuch a head, 


That Innocence may have no room to plead. 


Your Fury, Sir, . arleaft a while delay. 


I gueſs the Prince may come agen this way. 


Here I'll witheraw, and watch his Privacy. 


King. And when he's fixt, be ſure bring word to me. 
Till then, Tl bridle Vengeance, and retire, - 
Within my Breaſt-ſupprets this angry Fire, 
Till to my Eyes my Wrongs themſelves diſplay ; 
Then, like £Faulcon, gently cut my way, | * Bo: 
6; ze trunwary Prey. J) [ Ex. King. 


Ent er Ebohi.. = 
Ehsl. Tvecover-heard the Bufineſs with delight, - 


:And find Revenge will have a Feaſt to night. 


Though thy declining years are in their wane, 


1 can perceive there's youth ſtill in thy Brain. 


Away: the _ is coming hither. [Ex. R, Gom. 
Enter. Queen, an Women, Henrietta. | 
ueen. Now - 
'To all Felicity a long adieu. 


Where are you, Ebolz# 


Ebol. Madam, I'm here. 
2x. Oh how freſh Fears aflault me every-where! 


IT hear that Carlos is a. Priſoner made. 


Ebol. No, Madam, he the Orders diſobey'd; 


And boldly owns for Flanders he intends,” : 


To head the Rebels, whom he ſtyles his Friends. 

But ere he goes, by me does humbly ſue, 

That he may take his laſt Farewell of you. 
ucen. Wil he then force his Deſtiny at laſt? 

Hence quickly to him, £E5ol7, make haſte; 

Tell him, I beg his Purpoſe he'd delay. 


Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay, 


Say 


" 
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Say I have ſworn not to ſurvive the hour 

In which hear that he has left this Shore. 

Tell him, T've gain'd his Pardon of the King. 

Tell him—-to ſtay him— tell him any thing.-— 

Ebol One word from you his Duty would reſtore: Þ 
And though you promisd ne'r to fee him more, ; 
Methinks you might upon fo juſt a ſcore. 

But ſee he's here 


-- 


Enter Don Carlos. 


D. Carl. Run out of breath by Fate, 
And perſecuted by a Father's Hate, 
Weari'd with all, I panting hither fly, | 
To lay my ſelf down at your Feet and die. . 5 Kneels and hi 

2x. Oh too unhappy Carlos! yet unkind? 2} ſes ber hands. 
'Gainſt you what Harms have ever I defign'd, | 

- That you ſhould with ſuch violence decree, 
Ungratefully at laſt to murther me? i 

D. Carl. Pour all thy Curſes, Heav'n, upon this Head, 
For I've the worſt of Vengeance merited, 

That yet I impudently live to hear | 

My ſelf upbraided of a: Wrong to Her. [ he riſes. 
Say,” has your Honour been by me betray'd> * k 

Or have [ Snares t'entrap your Vertue laid ? ; 

Tell me: if not, why do you then upbraid? 

2reer. You will not know th' Aﬀliictions which you give. 

Was't not my laſt Requeſt, that. you wou'd live? | 
I by our Vows conjur'd it ; but I fee, | 

Forgetting them, unmindfull too of me, 

Regardleſs your own Ruine you defign, 

Though you are ſure to purchaſe it with mine. 

D. Carl. T, as you bad me live, obey'd with pride; 

Though it was harder far then to have did. 

But loſs of Liberty my life diſdains: | 

Theſe Lims were never made to ſuffer Chains, 

My Father ſhould have fingl'd out ſome Crown, * 

And bidden me go conquer't for my own: | 

He ſhould have ſeen what Carlos would have done. ; 

But to proſcribe my Freedom, fink me low ., 
To baſe Confinement, where no Comfaxts flow, 


G But 


nt ” 


My Lord the King, 


T4s/ Dm Ealss Prince of Spain. 


But black Deſpair that foul Tormentour lies, 
With all my preſent load of Miſeries, 
Was to my Soul too violent a Smatt, 
And rqus'd the ſleeping Lion in my Heart. 
2veen. Yet then be kind; your angry Fathet's Rage, 
I know, the leaſt Submiſſion will aſſwage, o 
You're hot with Youth, He's cholerick with Age. 
To him, and put a true Obedience on; 
Be bumble, and expreſs your felf a Son.” - 
Carlos, I beg i it of you: will you not? | 
D. Carl. Methinks tis very hard z but yet Fl do't.. ——=— 
I muſt obey whatever you prefer, | | 
Knowing yare all Divine, and cannot err. 
For if my Doom's unalt'rable, I ſhall 
This vvay at leaſt with les Diſhonour falle. 
And Princes leſs my Tameneſs thus con denn, 
When I for You ſhall ſuffer, though bY JO | 
Qneer, In my Apartment farther we' I debate 
Of this, and for a havoy ith iſſue wait, 
Your preſence there he -1nnot diſapprove, Es 
When itſhall ſpeak your Daty, and my Love. _ ſ Ex. Carl. 
Enter R. Gomez. "Yard Ren 
Ebol. Now, Gomez, triumph: all is ripe: TE ojl 
Has caught <0, and Fate ſaw it with a ſitule. 
Thus far the Work of Deſtiny was mine; 
But I'm content the Maſter-piece be thine. 
Away to th'King, prepare his $qul for Blood ; 
A Myſtery thou well haſt inderſtood: : 
Whilſt I go reſt within a Lover's Arms, 
And to my A«ſtria lay out all my Charms. [ aſede. Beit. 
R. Gow. Fate open ay thy Book, and ſet 'em down: 
I have already —_— t'em for, thy, own. 
Enter King, and Pol at a diſtance. 


King. Gomez? - 4 
R. Gow. The ſame. 0 
King. Haſk ſeen . 
The Prince? 
R. Gome. I have; .. p | 
_ King. WV here is he? | 
R. Gom. With thc Queen. King. 


Dory Carlos. Prince of | Spain. 

King. Now ye that dwell in;everlaſting Flame, 

And keep Records of all ye mean 80 damn, -; . 
Shew me, if 'mongſt your Precedents there Ere 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like her. -. ; 
Hark, Gomez, didſt not hear th' Infernals groan? 
Huſh Hell a little, and they are thy.own. 

Poſe. Who ſhouldtheſe be cheKing and Gower ſure. ej 
Methinks I wiſh'that Carlos were ſecure. . ; ſtance 
For Flanders his Diſpatches I've prepard. ... / 

King. Who' S there? 'Tis Poſa, Panderta--: Ea neer 

(their Luſt. fo Pola, 
Now, Gomeic to'his Heart by. Dagger thruſt; .. 
In the purſuit of Vengeance drive it farz rd 
Strike deep, and, if thou canſt, wound Car ;there,” 5 

R. Gore. I'll do't as cloſe as happy, Lovers £7 —_ 
May he ſtrike mine, :if of hisHeart I mils. 

Thus, 'Sir—— ib —— tem nem. 

Poſa. Ha, Gomes : Villain! thou w haſt dons... nl 
any worlt : but yetT would not die alone;.:. 

wa ap—_—_— mn pt a Zin. 

R Gom. Sobrisk?. thentakeis QICe AgAIN. are firuggli 

'T was onely; :Sir,: te put you out of Pains: ol © FE 
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Ha——Goxez? bn this Truth depends thy Life. / 
Why, that's our Brother Auſtria. | 
R. Gor. And my Wife, 
Embracing cloſe. While I was befor grown 
In others Rutnes; here I've met my own... + , 
Oh! had Lperiſhd ere 'twas-undetſtood. M31 & | 
” King. This is the Neſt where Luſt and Falfhood. brog 
Is it notadmirable?—-- | Ex. Di John a» 
R. Gom. O Sir, yes. | Ukboli — 
Ten thouſand Devils tearthe Srochels— 
Kizg.. But they are'gone, and my Diſhonour's near. 
Enter D. ' Carlos (and) Queen diſcourſmg. 
Look, my inceſtuous Son'and Wite appear | 7 i: 
See, Gomes, how ſhe languiſhes-and dies, . 
'Sdeath! there are very Pulſes in her Eyes. 
"1 1 7:2F'D/:Carlvs apprazches the: King 
"\D "Carl. Th Peace Heav'n ever guard the King from Harms; 
s War Succeſs sifd” riamphicrown his Arms.) KL a QI p 
Till all the Nations6f the'World ſhaft be- | 1! : | 
Hunbled abt proftrarear his Feet like me. vt 


Ton buy HaShy* pohly nd. <3 -i:! 0! 


JINTS vedloſery'@' Cort f, youmsy be Kind + 21] 
oft} po ppy Son, 
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Tiy 6h Deſigt®hyowwoniedd light, 
Too great and harriatg:'bd hid in:Nighto: »Tl wo/ | 
hee the 


Diſpatchex. 
He 


See here. my Honow2lnt ndthy-Diitie'sStaindriuc: ] 
'Fhe * Had lr Secretary for Us + yon Fi 


e® 


+2 . 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 45 

He waits you there, to Councit with him go, Shows Po- 

Ask what Intelligence from Fla-ders now. ter s Body. 
D. Carl. My Friend here ſlain, my faithfull Po/a tis. 

Cood Heav'n! what havel done to merit this? 

What Temples fackt > what Deſolations made, 

To pull down ſuch a Vengeance on my Head? 

This, Villain, was thy wok: : What Friend of thine [To Gomez. 

Did | ere wrong, that thou ſhould'ft murther mine? | 

But T'll take care it ſhall not want Reward — ' [ Draws.. 
King. Courage, my Gomez, fince thy King $thy Guard. 

Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulftll. 
D. Cart. No; though unjuſt, you are my Fa- 5 Throws away 

(ther ſtill; 2 45s Sword.. 

And: from that Title muſt your Safety own: | 

'Tis that which awes my Hand, ' and not your- Crown.. 

'Tis true, all there contain'd I had 'defign'd* 

Fo ſuch a height your Jealouſte was wear grown. 

It was the onely way that I conld* fin 

To work your Peace,” and to procure my-own. | 
King. Thinking my Youth and Vigour to a | 

You'd eaſe meof my Crown to give me Peace. 
. D. Carl. Alas!*yort fetch'your Mifconſtrudtions far. yd 


Thelnjuties to/Me, and Wrongs to: Her, 

» Were much too great for Empire to repair.” 
When you forgot a Fat Love, and-quite- .-. 
Depriv'd me.of Son's a d Prices Riphr; ©© / 14.9» 
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Thus by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear 

Your Hate, and ſhun that Storm which threaten'd here. 
©neen. And can this merit Hate? he wou'd forgo 

The Joys and Charms of Courts to purchaſe you; 

'Baniſh himſelf,. and'ſtem the dang'rous Tide :; — 

Of lawleſs Outrage, and rebellious Pride,  . Eres 
Kizy.” How evenly-ſhe pleads inihis defence. ! 

'So blind is Guilt 'when oo ſeem Innocence. 


She thinks-her Softneſs may 'my Rage difarm. 
. Noz':Sorcereſs, y'are miſtaken in your Charm, 


OK! hadI took the, Journey long agg.) \;.. 1... 


-Concerve that;3Þy;; 


CE, and be _reconcil'd to, [Mer w COR 
ou aw his humble, dugifull Ad pore atv | 
King. But you beforehand gd Hiebap Sad oy " 


"Oh Princeſs, thank. Vokg 5 the Core hou take.” Dy Af 9791 
Tell me, how got 7. Monſter EIS ſpeak. lo fy 


© - - 
- = 


And whilſt you ſooth,' do but the Storm. 

Da,. take full view of your tall able Slaves, . Th A 2 

Look hard ; fit 'isthe laſt y'are like to have. or Carlos. 
'D. Carl. My Life:or Death are in your pow: TX tO PII: 
King. Yes, :and. thou. dyt. 3 | 
'D.. Carl. Not till ſhe give me feave,,. 

She is the Star that males. my 

And whilſt her Afpe&t © kind, 5 wi FO 
2x. No, Prince, for evex. live, ;be ever 
King. Yes, 1 we en SOS Ec 

'T ne* thence the Brice chin es OW: » bins 
ES cer, What Pains?; what (MS: i TRI: Law, 


ing. Avoid, and touch me no 16979 003 rarire 999 
IT ſee thee foul, all oge-Inceſtya + b5.1, ch = og SEE. o- 4.4 
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Ebol. Heav'n witneſs, 'twas without my knowledge done. 
R.. Gomr. No, ſhe had other Bus'neſs of her own. [ aſide. 

Oh Bloud and Murther |——— : 

King. All are falſe: A Guard. _ [Enter Guard. 


Seize- on that Traitour. nn nr [ To Carlos. 
.D. Carl. Welcome ; I'm prepard. - | 
m_ Stay, Sir, . let me die too: I can obey. 

71g. No, thou ſhalt live. [Seemingly kind. 
By Heav'n, but not a Day. | 
Ta Revenge fo exquiſite have framd, - [afide. . 


She unrepenting dies, and ſo ſhe's damnd. 
Herr. Tf ever Pity could your Heart ingage, 
If ere you hope for Bleſſings on your Age, 
Incline your ears to a poor Virgin's Pray. 
Ki3-2g. I dare not venture thee, . thou-art too fair--.. 
What would'ſt thou ſay ? 
Herr. Deſtroy not in One man-- 
More Vertue then the World can boaſt agen. . 
View him the eldeſt Pledge of your firſt Love, . 
Your- Virgin- Joys : that may ſome Pity move — 
King. No.z tor the. Wrongs 1 ſuffer weigh it down : - 
I'd now not ſpare his Life to ſave my own. 
Away, by thy ſoft Tongue Til not be caught. 
Herr. By all that Hopes can frame I beg. If not, . 
May you by ſome bafe hand unpity'd die, 
And childlefs Mothers curſe your Memory. . 
By Honour, Love, by Life—— 
King. Fond Girl, away. 
By Heav'n, I'll kill thee elfe. Still dar thou lay > 
Cannot Death terrifie thee? - 
Henr. No, for I, 
If you refuſe me, am reſoly'd to die. -. 
D. Carl. Kind Fair one, do not waſt your Sorrows here 
On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear. 
There yet for you are mighty Joys in ſtore, . 
When I in Duſt am laid, and ſeen no more. . 
Oh Madam! 


[To the Queen. 


2». Oh my Carlos! muſt you die + 
For me? no Mercy in a Father's Eye ?. 


"= D:'Corl. . 
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D. Carl. Hide, hide your Tears, into my Soul they dart 
A Tenderneſs that misbecomes my Heart : | 
For fince I muſt, 1 like a Prince would fall, 
And to my aid my Manly ſpirits call. 4 

2s. You like a Man as roughls as you will 
May die, but let me be a Woman ftill. "@ 
King. Th'art Woman, a true Copy of the firſt, 
In whom the Race of all Mankind was curlſt. 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heav'n ally'd; | 
But your great Lord the Devill taught you Pride. 
He too an Angel till he duiſt rebel]; 22] 
And you are ſurethe Stars.that with him fell. : 
Weep on; a ſtock of Tears like Vows you have, - 
And alwaies ready when you wou'd deceive. -. 

Pr. Cracl! Inhumane! Oh my Heart! why ſhou'd 
I throw away a Title that's ſo good, - ; 34h 
-On one a Stranger to what-e're was ſo? $ 
Alas, I'm torn, and know not what to doe. 


[Weepes. 


"The juſt reſentment of my. Wrong's ſo great, p-_ ny 


My Spirits fink beneath the heavy weight. 
3 fo was ſtand off : I hate thee, and will try 
Tf I have Scorn enough to make me die. 
D. Car. Bleft Angel, ftay— [Takes her in his Arms. 
x. Cartos, the fole Embrace | | 
You ever took, you have before his face. | , 
D. Carl. No wealthy Monarch of the plenteous Te: | 


with paſſuor. 


In all the Glories of his Empire dreſt, 
Was ever half fo rich, or half fo bleſt. 
But from ſuch Blifs how wretched is the fall ! 

They too, like us, muſt die, and leave it all. | 
Kirg. All this before my face? what Soul could bear't ? 
Go force her from him. [Officer approaches. 
D. Car. Slave, 'twill coft thy Heart. ; | 

Th'adſt better meet a Lion on his way, © 

And from his hungry Jaws reprize the Prey. 

She's Miſtreſs of my Soul, and to prepare 

My (elffor Death, I muſt conſult with her. 
R. Go. Have pity | [ Ironically. 
King. Hence, How wretchedly he rules, 

That's ſerv'd by Cowards, and advisd by Fools. 

Oh Torture! 


D. Car. 
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D. Carl. Ronze,. my Soul, conlider now, © ;: 
That to thy bliGfull Manſton'thou muſt go. b3Q 
But I ſo mighty Joys have taſted here, ' : | 


I hardly ſhall havelenſe of any there. 

Oh ſoft as Bloſſoms, and yet ſweeter far ! 

| Sweeter then Incenſe which to-Heay'n aſcends, 

Though *tis preſented there by Angels hands. HT) 
Kirg. Still in his Arms? Cowards, go tear her forth. 
D: Carl. You'll ſooner from its Center ſhake the Earth. 

T1! hold her faſt till my laſt Hour is nigh; . 

Then I'll bequeath her to you when I die. 
K3rg. Cut off his hold or any thing,- 
D. Carl —— Ay come; 

Here kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb. 

I'd have my Monument ereced-Here, | 

With broken mangled Lims (til! claſping her. 

| W Hold, and I'll quit his Arms—[ The Gz. offer their Axes. 

zZ 


. Leaning on 
her. boſom. 


g. Now bear him hence. [ They part. 
- 2x. Oh horrid Tyrant!.' -\: The Gu. are hurry- 
Stay, Unhappy Prince ing Carlos off. 


2z.-—He's gone, he's gone:>/1;- (1 12+ © [Etit Carlos. 
Now, Tyrant, to thy Rage Fm left alone! - | 11 3 
Give me my Death, that hate both-Life and: Thee. .':;::: 

King. I know thou doſt;, ;yet'livel 5: © nigra 16 1 

Ws. Oh Miſery$:. © 55 £51 ora) lore and ngdant 
Why was I born to be thus curſt? or why 421 bg; Throws 
Should Life be forc'd,, when 'tis ſo ſweet todie?: Ye ſelfor - 


| - 23 eangaytii the: floor.. 
King. Thou, Woman, haſt-been falſe: but rtozenew{TaEboli. 
Thy Creditin my heart, - affiſt me now. ©: 2 ©! bns 2:09} om 
Prepare a draught of Poiſon, ſuch as. will ' | Hl 35 ht Doe 


At flow, and by degrees of Torment kil:: 
H 


5Q Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Give it the Queen, and to prevent all ſenſe. -- 
Of dying, tell her I've releas'd the Prince, 
And that e're Morning he'll attend her. I 
In a Diſguiſe his preſence will ſupply; } 
So glut my Rage, and ſmiling ſee her die. 
:bol. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey'd—— 
R. Ge. Doe, work thy Miſchiefsto their laſt degree, 
And whentHare 1n their, height Ill murrther thee. [afae. 
King. Now, Gomez, ply my Rage, and keep it hot; 
Ore Love and Nature I've the Conquelt got. 
Still charming Beauty triumphs in her-Eyes3. Looking at 
Yet for my Honour and'my-Reſtſhe dies. - The Be neen. 
[Exennt Queer and W OMe. 
But, oh! what Eaſe can T expe to get, 
When I muſt purchaſe at ſo dear a rate ?- 


_ The $C ENE Jones. 
The End of the F ourth Att. 
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Y che Iu SCENE thc Firſt. 
Enter King ſolus. : 


[ Exennt ommes. 


Kg. "Is Night, the ſeaſon when the Happy take 
#- | Repoſe, and onely: Wretches are awake: -. 

Now OS. I bo Ghoſts begin their rounds, 

Haunt ruin'd Buildings and unwholſome Groundsz-. 
Or at the Curtains of the ReſtleG wait,- - ' 
£4. &r hten em with ſome ſad ſale of Fate,” v 

would reſt; Ican no Reſt obtain; 1 

ThaT Itls F'ye born ev'n o're my Slumbers reign, 
And. m-fad Dreams torment me o're agen. 
Thedaral Bus'neſsds ere this begun?! | 
I'm ſhocktand ſtart to think whatI'have done. 
But Iforget how I that Philipam .' © | 

50 much for Conſtancy- —— by Famez. _ | 
13 0 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Who through the progreſs of my Life was ne'r 
By Hopes tranſported, or depreſs'd by F car. 


No, it is gone too far to be recall'd, 
And Stedfaſtneſs will make the AR extoll'd. 


Exter Eboli iz a Night:Gows., , 

Who? Ebol:? 97010752 LINES 

Ebol. My Lord.” © 

King. Is "a Deed done?” 

Ebol: 'Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſe is gone. 

King. Can ſhe expett it, - who'allow'd me none?. 
No, Ebol;; her Dreams muſt be as'full | 7 
Of] Horrour and as Helliſh as her Soul. ' 
Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedome gain'd? 


Ebol. She does. - 
King. How werethe Tidings entertain da" 


pod 


(\ 
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| Blot. 'Ofre alt -her'Face young wandring Buſhes were,” 
Such as ſpeak Hopes'tod weak to:conquer — EY 


But when confirm'd,/ no Lovere're ſokihd*:” © 
She claſp'd me faſt, eateſs 'd; and'calld me Friend. 


Which Opportunity: Drook to'five! Bl I61T? CIV EAMG IH Ys 


The Poiſon; and — b-9x Paneer live 55 901 0:71 3190 
King. Quickly: theftt Se Peart greg pe .£ 


Waits to confirm his'Happinefs with her, 97! © 7 
Go: that my Vergeanee F'inay finiſh _— 
'Twould be imperfect, ſhould Flofe the 


But to contrive that Inay 'novbe know, - 119 4297 Þ blah ©. 
6% 27> 
Remove all Lights but'that which tray' ſttce' 1H\ 92 —_ ' 


And fhie'ttiay Atmiſtls. :me'forimy Sog-1-# 1 "a7 y 
To let her ſee me ſcorn her Wheivſhe dies?) (1107 


- 


z 1 ? 
43-4 


Ebol.:Youtll find her all'in rifil]\Sables clad! (8 b 


With one dim Lamp that:yields imipe fecbtight, 019 


Such as in Vaults a {f the ghaſtly' Shikde '0 901}liz] 2" ri! 
Where wretched Widows tortie'ts weep-at ry, 9H 1.416 


Thus ſhe reſolves t6die? or hving mourtt/ 
_ Till Carlos ſhall with Liberty Terri, 4 ft 7 


King. Oh ſtedfaſt*Sitit Net ome Lag NO IRLAIE 


; FLY .#I 


Not damn'd? itis ipotene ! ſhe miſt; 
How dolT long t6 herlit) hey" Pains; -7 © 250; 


The Pols 'nous'Silþlivr rowling through her veins as 


1h AA. 


Hides 


EET IEnennx 
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52 Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Ezxter D. :John ad Avendants... 
Whos there ? my Brother 

D. Johr. Yes, Sir, and your Friend.. 

What can your Preſence here ſo-late intend? 

King. Oh Asſtria, Fate's at work 3 a Deed's in hand 
Will he thy youthfull Courage to'a' ſtand. 

Survey me: do I look as heretofore ? 

D. John. Youlook like King of Spair, and Lordof Pow r: 
Like one who ſtill ſeeks Glory on the Wing : 
| You look as I would do, were 1 a King. | 

King. AKing?. why Iammore, I'm all that calp 
Be counted miſerable 3 in a/man.” | 6 
But thou ſhalt ſee how calm-anon- Fit grow : &: | 
I'll be as happy and as gay as Thow, + ©! _ 

D. John. No, Sir, my Happineſs you canont have, 
Whilſt to your abject: Paſſions thus a Slave, ; -- - - 

To know, my Eale you /Thonghts like mine muſt brings $4; 
Be ſomet ing Je a; Man,:;and more a King. -- | 

King. I'm growing:ſo..: 'Tis.trae, that long I ſtrove 

With pleading; Nature, combated with Love, .. 

Thoſe Witchcrafts that had. þqund wy: Soul faſts. o7 

But now the date of the Enchantnents paſt. !;-: | FT 
Before my Bage, like Buuines downit «—pira [AMO nx 
And I mount np true Monargh ore:em all.: ! --. ; 

D. John. Tknow your Queen and Son y'ave om d to te, | 
And fear by this the fatal hour'1y nighÞr' -+ 3:27 i 
Why would you cut & (ure. $uccefien offi :, The! 
At which your Friends muſt-grieve;:and will laughs Let! 
As if fince Age has ffom you togk-away- | ft 
Increaſe, you'd grow malicious and deſtroy 2 - 

King. Donbr ut; 'not,. Anſirins, Thou my Brother arts; 
And in my Bloud/Em certain; haft Apart in! mil 210 ff 
Onely the Juſtice of my Vengeance owny.: BIT 117 26 
Thou'rt Heir of Fpaiy, and my. adopted Son, - ft, 

D. Jobr. I ruſt confeſs there mm. a Crown are Charms, 
Which I would coutt in bloudy, Fields and. Any. \ 
But in my Nephew'\s;wrong; :L muſt decline, 

Since he muſt be extmguaſh derel: 
To mount aThrone o're Battlerpents Td _” 
Where Death ſhonld 1 valt 9n: Mesinee. I on Him..... 


( 


' Did 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Did you e're love, or have you ever known 
The mighty Value of ſo brave a Son? 

King. I.gaefd I ſhould be treated thus before 3 
I know it is thy Kindneſs, but no more. 
Thou living free, alas! art eafte grown, 
And think'ft all Hearts as honeſt as thy own. 

D. John. Not, Sir, ſo eafie, as I muſt be bold, 
And ſpeak what you perhaps wou d have untold ; 
That y-are a Slave to th'vileſt that obey, | 


I3 


Such a#Diſgrace on Royal Favour lay, 

And blindly follow as they tad aſtray : 

Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers-on, | E 

Beſt by Familiarity th'are known, .. 

Yet ſhrink at Frowns, but _ you ſmile they-fawn 

Thare theſe have wrong'd you and abus'd _ or oy 

Poſleſt your Mind with fa miſ-ground \ 
King. Miſs-grounded Fears? 'why?: is ———_ any Truth - 

In Womens Vows, or Diſobedient outh? _- 

I ſooner would believe this World were Heav'n,; 

Where I have nought-but 'Toils and: Torment:met, 

And never Comfort yetito man waspgiven.! © ; 6 

But thou ſhalt ſee how: my Revenge It treat: - 


The $CENE draws and- difeauers the Queen (alone)... 
in mourning on her Conch with a Lamp by, her. 


Look where ſhe fits, as quiet and'ſerene,  » - (Honicaly, 
As if ſhe never had a-Thought of Sinz- © ' 
In Mourning, her wrong'd Innocence to ſhow. 
Sh'has ſworn't ſo oft that ſſie belieyE$it true. ; 150 
O'rewhelm'd with Sorrow ſhe'll in darkneſs dwell. 
So we have heard of Witchesin-a Cell, x :Þ 
Treating with Fiends and making Leagues with Hel). 
- [@. riſes, and comes towards hint 

een. My Lord Prince Carlor?. may it be believ'd? 
Are my Eyes'bleſt? and am'T not deceiv'd? 

King. My Queen, my Love,::I'm: here——{Embracer he her. \ 
Zrneen, My Lord the King? © tv | 
This 1s ſurprizing Kindneſs hich you bring; 

Can you believe 'meInnocent ar laſt 202! | 


Methinks my Griets are half already aſdor 1 2244 3 
King. 
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King. O Tongue in nothing pradtis'd but Deceit! 
|| Too well ſhe knew him, not to find the Cheat. 
[ Yes, vile Inceſtuous Woman, it is I 
| The King; look-on me well, deſpair, and die, 
Zmneen., Why had you not pronounc'd my Doom beſons 
- Since'to AMfliction you could adde no more? 
' Methinks Death is le-welcome, when I find 
: You could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. 
King. No, now th'art fit for Death: had I believd 
'Thou could' {t have been more wicked; thou had ſt liv'd. 
' Liv'd, and gone on4n Luſt and Rior ſtyl | | | 
But I 'pexcerv'd thee early ripe for Hell: 
And that of the Reward thou might'ſt not miſs, 
"This night thyaſt-drank thy Bane, th art ——_ Yes, 
\T hou art————: 
. Queen. — Then! weloame everlsſtivg BliG, - 
"But e're I fie, let: we heremake a Vow..! | 
-By Heav'n, and all | hope far-there;\'I'm True, V emo ty 
' King. Vows you: bad always ready when: you ſpoke: 
-How many of 'em:baye:you: made, .and: broke? -. | 
Yet there's a Pow'r thavdoes. yaurFalſhood hear, | 
A Juſt one too, and Jets/thee:live to ſwears. -Þ: : 
How comes it that, above ſuch Merc dwells, 
To permit Sm, and make us Infidels? | 
zeer, You have been ever ſo to-all thatk Good, 
' My Innocence had elſe beeniunderitegd:: 1 fool 
"At firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride: - of! Hel 
When I arriv'd tobe'the Prince's Bride,;-. 
'You then a kind indulgent Father were: 
\But finging me unfortunately Fair, 
Thought me a Prize too, rich to: be-poſteſt | 
'By him( ani foro'd Your ſelf into my Breaſt; 
"Where'you maintain'd:an unreftfted Pow'r ; 
Not yourown Daughter could have -lov'd you more: 
Till, conſcious of your-Age, my Fatth was bla, 
| Anda lewd Adukere&proclaimd;. | 
| Accus'd of fouleſt Inceſt with your-Sov.-/': ; - wo wy 
| What more could my;worſt Enemy. have: done? TE} 
| | Kirg. Nothing, I hopez I would not have it ſad, 


yn in my Vengeance any:fault I made... . ir '«:: -. 
| Love 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Love me? oh low pretence, too feebly built! 
But 'tis the conſtant fault of dying Guilt, 

Ev'n to the laſt to cry th'are Innocent 5: 
When their Deſpair's ſo great, they can't repent: 
Seer. Thus having urg'd your Malice to the head, 
You ſpightfully are come to rail me dead.- 
Had I been Man, and had an impious Wife, 
With ſpeedy Fury I'd have ſhatch'd her life; | 
Torn a broad patlage open to her Heart, 
And there have ranſackt each polluted part z | 
Triumph'd and laugh'd thave ſeen the ifluing Flood, ' 
And wantonly have bath'd my hands in Blood. . 
That had out-done the low Revenge You bring, . 
Much fitter for a Woman therra King. _ 
King. Tm glad I know what Death you'd wiſh to have: - 
You would go down in filence to your Grave; 
Remove from future Fame, as preſent Times, 
And bury with you if you could your Crimes. . 
No, I will have my Juſtice underſtood, 
Proclaim thy Falſhood and thy-Luſt aloud. 
2ueen. About it then, the noble Work begin; - 
Be proud and boaſt how cruel you have been. . 
Oh how a Monarch's Glory-twill advance! 
Doe, quickly let it reach the ears of Fravce. 
I've there a Royal Brother that is young,:-: 
Who'll certainly revenge his. Siſter's wrong 3, 
Into thy Spazr a mighty Army bring, - 
Tumble thee from * Throne a wretched thing, 
And make it quite forgot thou e're wert King. | 
King. Ine'r had pleafite with her till this. Night: _ 
The Viper finds ſhe's cruſh'd, and fain would bite. 
Oh, were He here, and durſt maintain that word, 
I'd like an Eagle ſeize the ca]low Bird, - 
And gripe him till the daſtard Craven cry, . 
Then throw him panting by his Siſter's ſide. . 


21. Alas! I faint and finkz my Lord, your Hand :[ TD. ]. . 


My Spirits fail, and I want ſtrength to ſtand. .. 
D- 7. Oh Jealouſte, 


A Curſe which none but lie that bears it knows! 5Leads her to. . 


So rich a Treaſure who wauld live.to loſe? he Charr. - 


King. . 
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King. The Poiſon works, Heav'n grant there were enough + 
She is ſo foul, ſhe may_be Poiſon-proof. OT 
Now, my falſe Fair one==—— 

2x. Tyrant, .hence be gone, 

This Hour's my laſt, and let it bemy own. 
Away, away; I would not leave the Light, 
With ſuch a hated Obje& in my fight. | 

King. No, I will ſtay and ev'n thy Pray 'rs.prevent:-: 

I would not give thee leiſure to Repent; 
But let thy Sins all in one throng combine 
To plague thy Soul, as thou haſt tortur'd mine. 

2x. Glut then your Eyes, your Tyrant-Fury feed, 
And triumph: but remember, when I'm dead, 
Hereafter on your dying Pillows you | 
May feel hols Tortures which you give me now. 

Go on, your worſt Reproaches I can bear, 
And with 'em all you ſhall not force a Tear. 
King. Thus, Auſtria, my loſt Freedom I obtain, 
And once more ſhall appear my ſelf again. 
Love held me faſt, whilſt, like a fooliſh Boy, 
I of the thing was fond becauſe 'twas gay; : 
But now L've thrown the gaudy Toy away. 
Eboli withir. 
Ebol. Help, murther, help. | 
King. —See, Auſtria, whence that Cry: 


Call up our Guards, there may -be Danger nigh. [ Ezter Guard. 


Enter Eboli i#: her night-dreſs wounded and bleeding, 
Rui-Gomez purſuing her. ; 


Ebol. Oh! guard'me from that crue] Murtherer. 
But *tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far. 

Turn, wretched King, I've ſomething to unfold, 
Nor can I die till the ſad Secret's told. 

King. The Woman's mad : to ſome Apartment by 
Remove her, where ſhe may grow tame and die. 
Fate came abroad to night reſoly'd to range. 

I love a kind Companion in Revenge. [huggs R. Go. 

Ebel. It in your Heart Truth any favour wins, 
If ere you would repent of ſecret Sins, 


Hear me a ward. _ 
King. 
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King. What would'{tthou fay? be brief. | 

Ebol. Doe what you can to fave that precious Life z 
Try every Art that may her Death prevent: 

You are abus'd, and ſhe is Innocent. 

When I perceivd my Hopes of you were vain, 

Led by my Luſt I praQtis'd all my Charms, 

To gain the Prince Do# Carlos tomy Arms. 

But there too croſt, I did the Purpoſe change, | 

And Pride made Him my Engine for Revenge; [To R. Go. 
Taught him to ratſe your growing Jealouſfie. | 

Then my wild Paſſion at:this Prince did fly, br D. 

And that was done for which I now muſt die. 

King. Ha, Gomez! ſpeak,” and: quickly ; is it ſo? 

R. Or. I'm ſorry. you ſhould doubt if't be or no. 
She by whoſe Luſt my Honour was betray d 
Cannot want Malice now to take my: Head, 

And therefore does:this Penitence pretend, 
Ebol. Oh Auſtria, take away that ugly Fiend ; 
He ſmiles and mocks me, waiting for my Soul : 
See how his glaring fiery Eye-balls rowl. 
.'R. Go. Thus An Fancy tortur'd by her Guile, 
But ſince you'll have my Bloud, :let- it be fpilt. 

King. No more—— ce [To R. Go. 
Speak on, 1 charge thee, by the Reſt . [To Eb. 
Thou hop'ſt, the Truth, and as thou ſhalt be bleſt, 

Ebol. As what I've faid is ſo, 

There may I find; where I muſt anſwer all, 
What molt I need, 'Heav'n's Mercy on my Sou]. [ Des. ; 

King. Heav'n! ſhe was ſenfible that ſhe ſhould die, *: .' 
And durſt not in the minute tell a Lie. : 

D. F. His Guilt's too plain, fee his wild ſtaring Eye.) 

By Unconcern he would ſhow Innocence: 05 
But harden'd Guilt ne'r wantedithe pretence ; 

Of great Subiniſſion, when't had no Defence. 

Thus whilſt of Life you ſhew this Jittle Care, 

| You ſeem not guiltleſs, but betray Deſpair. 

_ King. His Life? what SatisfaGion can that give? 

But oh! in Doubt I muſt for ever live, 

AndJoſe my Peace— Yet I the truth will find: . 

F1l rack him fort. Go, in this minute buad — 
Him to the Wheel I R. Ge. 


——————— 


Sink it not quite. Rſs m 


5Y Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 


R. Go. How have | this deferv'd, } 
Who onely your Commands obey'd and ſerv a>: 
What would you have me doe? 

King. —Td have thee tel 
The : —rY do, Gomez, all ſhall then be well. 

R. Go. Alas! like you, Sir, in a Cloud Fm. loſt, 
And can but tell you what F think at moſt. 
You ſet me as a Spy upon the —_—_ 


And I ftil brought the belt Inte! 


I could; till finding Him tag mu pm 
Of me, 1 nearer meafures took by Her: 
Which if I after a falſe Copy drew, | 
'Tis I have been Unfortunate as-You. . | 
" Kzrg. And is this all thou haft for Life to ſhow? Y- 
R. Go. Dear Sir, your Pardon, it alt I know. 
King. Then, Villain, I am damn as well as thou.) 
Heav'n, where is now thy-fleeping _ ENeMO 
That took ſo little care of Innocenee?- | 
v1 had I to thy Truth inclin'd; 
Had I been half ſo nuke as thou wert kind. 
But I'm too tame: ſeenre that Traitous. pores FR 
Earth open, to thy Center let me go, * hint. 
And there for ever hide my Impious Head: 
Thou faireft pureſt Creature Heav'n' c'ze made, 
Thy injur'd Truth too- hte Fre underſtood : 
Yet live, and be Immortal as th'art Good. 
©reen. Can you tothink me Innocent incline 
Ont her bare word, and would not credit mine? 
The Polſor's very 'buſie at my Heart > | 
Methinks I ſee Death ſhake his threatning Dart. 
Why are-you kind, and make it hard watts? 
Perfiſt, continue on the Trjury : 
Call me ſtill Viks, Inceſtuous, all that's foul. 
King. Oh pity; pity my _ Soul:; 
ficians ftran 
Haſten 'em quickly ere be too late. 
Propoſe Rewards may ft their Skill av ſtrife: 
111 give wy Crown to him that ſaveokey Lite. 
Curit Dog! | 


- | [Fo Gomez. 
D. 7. Vile Proftitute? | 


King. 
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King.—Revengefull Fiend! | 
But T've forgotten half: to Carlos ſend; 
Prevent what his Deſpair may make him doe. 
Exmter Henrietta. 
Herr. Oh Horrour, Horrour! everlaſting Woe! 
The Prince, the Prince! | 
King. Hah? ſpeak. ——— }. 
Herr. He dies, he dies. 
Within upon his Couch he bleeding lies, 
Juſt taken from a Bath, his Veins all cut, 
From which the ſpringing Bloud flows ſwiftly out. 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe 2 


His Fate, to fave that Life which he will loſe. 
King. Dear Azftria, haſten, all thy Int'reſt uſe. 

Tell him it is to Friendſhip an Offence, 

And let him know his Father's Penicence. - 

_—_ to live, | 
 R Go. Since you'vedecreed my Death, know 'twill be hard2 

The Bath by me was poifon'd when —_—_—— | 

I ow'd him that for his late Pride and Scorn. 
King. There never was ſo curſt a Villain born. 

But by Revenge fach Pains he ſhall go through, 

As ev'n Religious Cruelty ne'r knew. 

Rack him? T1 broil him, burn him by degrees, | 


Freſh Torments for him ev'ry hour deviſe, 
Till he curſe Heav'n, and then the Caitiff dies. 
©ucen. My farthfull Herrriette, art thou come 
To wait th'unhappy Miſtre to her Tomb? 
T brought thee hither from thy Parents young, 
And now muſt leave thee to Heav'n knows what Wrong. 
But Heav'n to its Protection will receive 
Such Goodneſs, let it then thy Queen forgive. 
Herr. How much I lovd you, Madam, none can tell; 
For 'tis unſpeakable, T lov'd fo well. 
A proof of it the World ſhall quickly find: 
For when you die, Tl feorn to ſtay behind. 


Ezter D. Carlos ſupported between two, and 
bleeding. 


D. ob. See, Str our Son. : - ' 
J i 7 I 2 Kang. 
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King. My Son? .but oh! howdare ' -- 
T uſe that Name, when this ſad Objects near ? 44 35560 
See, Injur'd Prince, who 'tis thy Pardon craves ; "7s 
No more thy Father, but the worſt of Slaves. 
Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow. 
D. Carl. 1 come to take my Farewell, ere I go 
To that bright Dwelling where there 4s. nio-room 
For Bloud, and where the Cruel never come. 
King. 1 know there is not, therefore muſt deſpair. 
Oh Heav'n! his Cruelty I cannot bear... -: + - | 
Doſt thou not hear thy wretched Father fue? -- .: | 
D. Carl. My Father, ſpeak' the word:once _ It you Y 
And may I think the dear Converlion true?! 
Oh that1. could... 
King. By Heav'n thou muſt—it 1s. 
Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees. 
Why wilt thou die? no, live, my Carlos, live, 
And-all the Wrongs that I have done forgive.” | 
D. Carl. Lite was my Curſe, and givin me fure in ſight. 
Oh! had I periſht when I fiſt ſaw Light, ' - 
I never then theſe Miſeries had-brought | 
On you, nor by you. had been Guilty thought. 
Prop me: _apace I fee] my Life decay. | 
The little time on Earth I have to ſtay, 


Grant I without Offence may here beſtow. (Pot to 
You cannot'certainly-be Jealous-now. : . the Queer, 
King. Break; break; my Heart—-' «Leads D. Gatto 


D. Car. Y'ave thus more Kindneſs ſhown, 2 t6 the Chair.. « 
Then if y ad Crownd and placd:me on your Throne.. - 
Methinks ſo highly happy I appear, | 
That I could pity you, to ſee'you' there. 

Take me away again: You are too good. | "244 
ueer.' Carlos,” is't you? Oh ſtop that Royal Floods ..: 

Live, and poſleſs your Father's Throne,. when I | 

In dark and gloomy:Shades forgotten lie. 

D. Car. Crowns.are beneath me, I-have bigher Pride: 

Thus on you fixt, and dying by your fide, 
How much a Life and Empire I diſdain? LY 
No, well together mount, where both ſhall regu 

Above all Wrongs, and NEVET mOTe complam, 42 
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Pucen, O matchles Youth! O'Coniftancie'divine! | 
Sure there was never Love that equaJFd thine; os. F ALE 
Nor any ſo Unfortunate as mine. : 
Henceforth forſaken Virgins ſhall in Songs, 
When they would caſe theirown, 'repeat thy bow 
And in remembrance of thee, for thy Re" cf (1 
A ſolemn Annual Pioceſivil'make 3” F (FECT * 
In chaſt Devoripii as fair Pilgrims come, 
With Hyacinths and Lilies'deck thy Tomb. | 
But.one thing more;-and theh, vain World, adieus, 
It is, to reconcile my Lord and THL> ->- 2 

D. Carl. H'has done tib'Wrong to tte, I: am poke” 


Ofall, beyond my expettativn'Bleſt. 
Burt yet methinks there's ſomething itt my Heatt 5 
Tells me Fmuft nottoo Unkindly part./ * 1. OR 
Father, draw nearer; raiſe meWwith! your Hangs | 6, os 
Before I die, what is't you 'wotild:eommand > © bo) aa 
King. Why wert thou made (6 exccltently Good?! 
And why was it no ſooner underſtood? '' 
But I was cursd,/ and blindly led aſtray.” T3 naw, To 
Oht for thy F ather, for thy Father pray: - - (112 OO 
Thou may {t ask that which/I'mitoo vile-to __ « $113 ARES 
And leave,me not tormented by Deſpair. 7 


D. Car, Thus then with the remains 6f & . * f 
(Life we kpet1z. ' (2: Carl 992 the 


May you be-ever free from all thar's I! > geen: ; > wa out” 
neen, And everlaſting; Peace upon you : of the Chairs, 
| (dwell. | 424 kneel. 


King. No more: this Vertue' s too-divinely bright ? 


My darken'd Soul, too converſant with Night, 
Grows Þblitid, arid overcome with too much Light! 
Here raiſe *em up: gently; iye Slives} down down. - * 
Ye glorious Toils, a Scepter and a'Crown, 
For ever be forgotten: in your ſtead - 
Onely eternal Darkneſs wrap my Head:- 
zen, Where'are you ?”0ht farewell, T muſt be gone... 
King. 'Bleſt happy Seu}, rake riot thy fight ſo foon:)” 
Stay till I die, then bear mine with thee too, 
And guard it up, which elſe muſt fink below. 
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z. Fromalim Injuries and all my Fears, 
F LS ealouſie $=- $ bane, the —— Cares, 
Thus I remove to find that ſtranger Reſt. 
'Carlos, thy Hand; ſupport:me on thy Breaſt : 
Within this Minute how ſhall we be bleſt! 
When hor Soovy, Hopes defign'd. ) Dies leaning 
'What-ever Wiſhes fram'd,. or efton' ies leaning 
Thus, where we go, we ſhall the Angels find $ & ber Bo- 
For ever preſſing, and-for ever kind. ) ſom. _ 
King. Thiare gone, thare gone, where I muſt ne'r aſpi 
Run, fally out, and ſet the World on fire. 
Alarum Nature, let looſe all the Winds; 
Set free thoſe Spirits whom Magick kinds - 
Let the-Earth open all her Sulph'rous Veins, 
The Fiends:ſtart from their Hell, and ſhake their "Chains; 
Till all things from-their. Harmony. decline, 
And che-Contafion beas great as mine. '; 
:Here I'll lie-down, and never more ariſes 
> out my Life, and tend the Air with Cries. 
John. Hold, Sir, afford your labting Heart Fw Eaſe. 
Kizg. Oh! name it not: there's no {ach thing as Peace. 
:From theſe warm Tags. yet one ſoft Kiſs I'll take. 
How my Heart beats! why won't the Rebell break y 
= re my Carlos, I'm thy _ ſpeak. - 
| ds not now my 
But's deaf my Complaint, as They __ his. 
\Oh, now I think 'o'at _—_ all is well; 
Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell : 
How comes it that he's not already gone ? 
The Sluggard's lazy, but Fl ſpar him on. 
Hey! how he flies! | [ Stabs R. Gomer. 
R. Go. 'T was aim'd well at my Heart. 
"That I had Strength enough but to retort. d 
Dull Life, ſotamely muſt I from thee part? 
Curſes and Plagues! Revenge, where art thou now ? 
Meet, meet me at thy own . Houſe below. { Des. 
King He's gone, and now there's not fo vile a thing 
As I. 


D. John. Remember, Sir, You are a King. 
King. 


Don Carlos Prince of Spain: 63 
King. A King? it is too little; I'll be more, | | 


Ftell ho Nero was an Emperous; ; 
He kill'd his Mother : but I've that out-done, 


Murther'&.2 Loyal Witt and. Guijltle(s Son. | 
Yet, Aufipia, why hou d grow mad for chat?- 
b it my Fanlt was Unfo R 


 D. Fohz. Collett your —_ Sir, and calm your Mind. 
King. Look tot ;, ftyange.things E Ecell-thee are deſi ign'd... 
Thou, Asſtria, ſhaſt grow old, andin thy age 
Doat, doat, m =w_ Hero: 'Qh, a s love ay Beard, 
With Eyes difti ling Rheum, and hoflow Cheeks, Fil 
Will be ſach Charms, thou canft not vant aceels. 4 
But above all beware of Jeatoufic:” | - 
Ft was the dreadful} Curte thatruin'd me: . : 
D. John. Dread Sir, na more. 
King. Oh Hers! Ot Heav'o! but ftay, 
Nam'd I not Heavin?:T'did, and'at the word - 
(Methought I faw't) the Azare fabrick ftir'd. 
Oh, for my Queerrand Son. the Saints Prepare. 
But 111 purſue aud overtake 'em there: 
Whirl, ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer's 
T1 ride in that away; pull, -pulf him down, ' 


Oh, how F1t hurl the Wild-fire asI run!” 
| "(> of raving. 


Now, now I mount | 
D. John. Look ta the King. 

See of this Fair one too ftrift care be had, T Pointing to 
Deſpair, how yaſt a Triumph' haſt thou made? | . Herifierta: 
No more in Loye's enervate Charms I Irs - ODE 13 val 
. Shaking off Softneſs, to the Camp Fitfly, 7 SE ER 
Where Thirſt of Fame the a&tive Hero warms, 

And what I've loſt in Peace, regain in Arms. 


FINTS:. 


THF 


"Sock by « 1Gitl 1 


: 06 ge ile meansh. 

TSANG way fneg Beer, FA. 

He told me there WAS . my 7 Fang, rt "88 
And therefore ſent me here ta.makg YT. 1 


&: 
Let me for once perſivade f to be 
For he has promis'd me to ft i x 2H | 


And if this time 1 fot 
He'll write for me, Rfrewrlya | 
When I am big enough ta be. ine (og 


Now won't you be good-n efize a 
Indeed I'll grow as f: br - fie ws ; 


And try if 7 his Promiſe hell 


T9 - Gn 
Think on't when that\time romes,. SG # a on, _ 
Bye Fnon grape yi Tove Dh Time ff "Gar : 
Or, at the , I'm certain [ ſhall fre 
Amongſt you uy ſe who'l] ſmear theyre ſo with, me. 
But now, if by wy; Suit youlT not be wor, - © 0 ___: 
Tou know what your Un indneſs oft has. done. - faith 


I's ee'n forſake the Pies 0 


